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Ti: READER. 


Tu Eater of tis have volume wa a 
perſon of conſiderable literary abilities and 
judgment; and had he not been taken to 
his reward early in life, this production 
proves, that mankind might have been much 
benefned by his judicious labours, As a 
CoLLECTLION it is inferior to none in the 
kingdom, And as the compiler was juſtly 
eſteemed for his picty and vivacity of ſpirit, 
ſo has he made choice of thoſe pieces that 
cannat fail, if duly aitinded 10, to inſti] into 
the mind of the reader, the love of virtue, 
and wie rhigpon ; abltraticd from all illi- 


i TO THE READER, 
FE ä ůẽ́höaõxaʒꝛ ; 


only of man's invention. 


He was not confined in his ſentiments to 
of his conduct, private and public, proved 
him to be aftuated by the beſt principles, 
From ſuch abilities, therefore, it is natural 
to expect the moſt agreeable productions: 
and herein, we apprehend, the judicious 
reader will not be diſappointed. 
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POETS. 


ON CREATION. 


[Mitros,) 
—— 


Tur 


in with omnipotcnce, with radiance cid 
J Of majely divine ; ſapicnce and love 


 lamenſe, and all The Father in Him ſhone, 


JW About His chariot uwumberlels were pour'd 
Cherub and Seroph, Poicmtaiey and Thrones, 
And Vinucs, winged Spirits, and chariots wing'd 
Yom th armory of Gon, where Rood of old 
Myriads between two brazen d- lodg'd 

A 
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Againſt a ſolemn day, harneſs'd at hand, 

Caleſtial equipage : and now came forth 

Spontaneous, for within them ſpirit liv'd, 

Attendant on their Lord : Heaven open'd wide 

On golden hinges moving, to let forth 

The King of Glory in His powerful Word 

And Spirit coming to create new worlds. 

On heavenly ground they flood, and from the 

They view'd the vaſt immeaſurable abyſs 

Outrageous as a ſea, dark, waſteful, wild, 

Up from the bottom turn'd by furious winds 

And ſurging waves, as mountains to aſſault 

Heaven's height, and with the centre mix the pole 
Silence, ye troubled waves, and thou deep, peace 

S. id then th' omnific Word, your diſcord end: 

Nor ſlaid, but on the wings of Cherubim 

Uplifted, in paternal glory rode 

Far into Chaos, and the world unborn ; 

For Chaos beard His voice: Him all His train 

Follow'sd in bright proceſſion to behold 

Creation, and the wonders of His might, 

Then laid the fervid wheels, and in His hand 

He took the golden compalles, prepar'd 

In Gov's ciernal lore, 10 ciscumſcribe 

This Univerſe, and all created things; 

One foot He centred, and the other 10% 
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And ſaid, Thus far extend, thus far thy bounds, 
This be thy juſt circumference, O world ! 
Thus God the heaven created, thus the earth, 
Matter unform'd and void: darkneſs proſound 
Cover'd th'abyſs: but on the watry calm 
His brooding wings the Spirit of Gov outſpread, 
And vital virtue infus'd, and vital warmth 
Throughout the fluid maſs, but downward purg'd 
The black, tartareous, cold, infernal dregs 
Adverſe to life : then founded, then conglob'd 
Like things to like, the reſt 40 ſeveral place 
Diſpantcd, and between ſpun out the air, 
And earth, ſelſ-balanc d, on her centre hung. 
Let there be light, ſaid Go Dp, and forthwith light 
Aahenal, hit of things, quinteſlence pure, 
Sprung from the deep, and from her wative call 
To journey through the atry gloom began, 
| Spher'd in # radiant cloud, for yet the fun 
train Was not ; the in a cloudy tabernacle 
Sojoury'd the while, Gov faw the light was good ; 
. Aud light from darkneks by the benuſphesc 
band Divided ; light the Dey, aud darkneſs NU 
He nam d. Thus was the Grft day c n and morn ! 
By the cuil quars, when ric light, 
74 Fxbabing Bf from darknets, they beheld ; 
A 
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Birth-day of heaven and earth: with joy and ſhout 
The hollow univerſal orb they fill'd. 
And touch'd their golden harps, and hymning praise 
Gov and His works, Creator Him they ſung, 
Both when firſt evening was, and when firſt morn, 

Again GoÞ ſaid, Let there be firmament 
Amid the waters, and let it divide 
The waters from the waters: and Cob made 
The firmament, expanſe of liquid, pure, 
Tranſperent, elemental air, diffus'd 
In circuit to the uttermoſt convex 
Of this great round ; partition firm and ſure ; 
The waters underneath, from thoſe above, 
Dividing: for as carth, ſo He the world 
Bailt on circumfluous waters calm, in wide 
Chryſlaline occan, and the loud miſrule 
Of Chaos far remov'd, leſt fierce extremes 
Contiguous, might diflemper the whole frame : 
And heaven He nam'd the firmament : fo ev'n 
And morning chorus ſung the ſecond day, 

The carth was form'd, but in the womb as yet 
Of waters, embryon immature involved, 
Apprar'd not: over all the face of carth 
Main ocean flow d, not idle, but with warm 
Prolific humour, foft'ning all her glebe, 
Fermented the great mothes to conceive, 
Satie with gemial moiltere ; when Gop laid, 
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Be gathcr'd now, ye waters under heaven, 
Into one place, and let dry land appcar. 
raid Immediately the mountains huge appear 
Emergent, and their broad bare backs upheave 
orn. Into the clouds, their tops aſcend the ſby: 
$o high as heaw d the tamid hills, fo low 
Down ſunk a hollow bottom, broad and deep, © 
Capacious bed of waters: thither they 
Haſted with glad precipitance, uproll'd 
As drops on duſt conglobing from the dry ; 
Part riſe in chryſtal wall, or ridge darett, 
For haſte ; luch flight the great command impreſs d 
On the {wife floods: as armucs at the call 
Of trumpet (for of armics thou haft heard) 
Troop to their Randard, fo the watry throng, 
| Wave rolling alier wave, where way they found, 
If tecp, with torrent rapture ; of through plain, 
F volt cblang ; nor withliond them rock or hall 
n But they, or under ground, or ciscuit wide 
| Wuh ferpent-error wand'ring, found their way, 
vet Wt And an the wally cole deep channcls wore ; 
L, en Gov had bid the ground be dry, 
$ All but within thoſe banks, whore rivers now 
iam, and perpctudl draw their humid wan, 
| The diy land, Lanth, and the gieat receptacte 
| Of cungregated Watte He call'd bras ; 
ww | Aud ow that is was god, and lard, Let th 'carth 


The ſmelling gourd, up flood the corny reed 
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Put forth the verdant graſs, herb yielding ſeed, 
And fruit-tree yielding fruit after her kind, 
Whoſe ſeed is in herſelf upon the carth. 


He ſcarce had ſaid, when the bare earth, till then As 


Deſert and bare, unſightly, unadorn'd, 

Brought forth the tender graſs, whoſe verdure clad 
Her univerſal face with pleaſant green; 

Then herbs of every leaf, that ſudden flower'd, 
Op'ning their various colours, and made gay 

Her boſom ſmelling ſweet : and theſe ſcarce blown, 
Forth flouriſh'd thick the cluſſ'ring vine, forth crept 


Embattel'd in her field ; and th' humble ſhrub, 
And buſh with frizzl'd hair implicit: laſt 
Roſe as in dance the ſlately trees, and ſpread 
Their branches hung with *copious fruit, or gemm'e 
With bloſſoms: with high woods the hills were 
crown'd, 
With tufts the valleys, and cach fountain fide, 
With borders long the rivers: that carth now 
$eem'd like to heav'n, a ſeat where gods might dwel: 
Or wander with delight, and love to haunt 
Her ſacred ſhades: though Gov had not yet ral 
Upon the earth, and man 10 till the ground 
None was, but from the carth a dewy miſt 
Went up and water'd all the ground, and cach 
Plant of the field, which ere it was in th'canth 


And let them be for lights as L ordain 
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Gov made, and every herb, before it grew 
On the green lem ; Go ſaw that it was good: 
So ev'n and morn recorded the third day. 

Again th'Almighty ſpake, Let there be lights 
High in th'expanſe of heaven, to divide 
The day from night ; and let them be for ſigns, 
For ſeaſons, and for days, and circling years, 


Their office in the firmament of heaven 

To give light on the carth: and it was fo, 

And Gov made two great lights, great for their ul. 
To man ; the greater to have rule by day, 

The leſs by night altern: and made the flars, 

And ſet them in the firmament of heaven 

T' illuminate the earth, and rule the day 

In their vicifſaude, and gule the night, 

And light from darkneſs to divide, Gov law, 
Surveying His great work, that it was good : 

For of caleſtial bodics firfl the fun, 

A mighty ſphere, He fram'd, unlightlome firſt, 
Though of atherial mould: then ſorm d the moon 
Globole, and every magnitude of flars, 

Aud low'd with lass the heaven thick a5 # field: 
Of light by far the greaicfh part He 60k, 
lraulplanced from ber cloudy fhrine, and plac'd 
In the ſun's ob, made porous 40 ccc 

And dnuk the liquid light, furs 40 retain 


# 
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Her gather'd beams, great palace now of light. 
Hither, as to their fountain, other ſtars 
Repairing, in their golden urns draw light, 

And hence the morning planet gilds her horns ; 
By tincture or reflection they augment 
Their ſmall peculiar, though from buman fight 
So far remote, with diminution ſeen. 

Firſt in his caſt the glorious lamp was ſeen, 
Regent of day, and all th' horizon round 
Inveſted with bright rays, jocund to run 

His longitude through heaven's high road; the grey 
Dawn, and the Pleiades before him danc'd, 
Shedding ſweet influence : leſs bright the moon, 
But oppoſite in levell'd weſt was ſet 

His mirror, with full face borrowing her light 
From him, for other light ſhe needed none 

In that aſpeR, and flill that diſtance keeps 

Till night, then in the caſt ber turn ſhe ſhines, 
Revoly'd on heaven's great axle, and her reign 
Wich thouſand leffer lights dividual holds, 


Spangling the hemiſphere : then firfl adorn'd 

With their broght luminanes that fet and roſe, 

Glad ev'ning and glad morn crown'd the fourth day 
And Gov ſaid, Let the waters generate 

Reptilc with ſpawn abundant, living foul ; 

And let fowl fly above the carth, with wings 


e grey 
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Diſplay'd on th' open firmament of heaven. 

And Go created the great whalcs, and cach 

Soul living, each that crept, which plenteouſly 
The waters generated by their kinds, 

And every bird of wing after his kind; 

And ſaw that it was good, and bleſs'd them, ſaying, 
And lakes, and running fireams, the waters fill ; 
And let the fow! be muluply'd on th earth, 
Forthwith the ſounds and ſcas, cach creck and bay, 
With fry innumerable ſwarm, and ſhoals 

Of bh that with their fins and ſhining ſcales 

Glide under the green wave, in ſculls that oft 
Bank the mid fea ; part fingle or with mate 

Graze the fea weed their paſture, and through groves 
Of coral firay, or (porting with quick glance, 

Shew to the fun their wav'd coats dropt with gold; 


| Or in their pearly ſhells at eaſe, attend 


Moiſt nutriment, or under rocks their fd 

In jointed armour watch ; on ſmooth the ſeal, 
And bended dolphins play : pant huge of bulk 
Wallowing unweildy, enormous in thor gait 
Tempel the occan ; there leviathan, 
Hugh of living creatures, on the deep 


buech'd like # promontory, fleeps or ſwims, 
| And leems . moving land, and at bis gills 
| Draws in, and # his wank fpouts aut u fea, 
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Mean while the tepid caves, and ſens, and ſhorcs, 
Their brood as num'rous hatch, from th'egg that ſoon 
Burſting with kindly rupture, forth diſclos'd 

Their callow young, but feather'd ſoon and fledge, 
They ſumm'd their pens, and ſoaring th'air ſublime, 
With clang deſpis'd the ground, under a cloud 

In proſpett ; there the eagle and the ſlork 
On cliffs and cedar tops their eyries build: 

Part looſely wing the region, part more wiſe 

In common, rang'd in figure wedge their way, 
Intelligent of ſeaſons, and ſet forth 
Their atry caravan, high over ſeas 

Flying, and over lands with mutual wing 

Eaſing their flight ; fo fleers the prudent crane 

Her annual voyage, borne on winds ; the air 
Floats as they paſs, ſann'd with unnumber'd plumes : 
From branch to branch the ſmalles birds with ſong 
Solac'd the woods, and ſpread their painted wings 
ill even, nor then the-folemn nightingale | 

Cad warbling, but all night tun'd her ſoft lays; 
Others on Glver lakes and rivers bath'd 

1 heir downy breaſts ; the ſwan with arched neck 
Betwcen ber white wings mantling proudly, rows 
Her late with oary feet ; yet oft they quit 

The dank, and rifing on H. pennons, tow's 

The mid atrial thy : others on ground 
Walk'd fam ; the crefled cock, whole clarion fours 
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The filent hours ; and th' other, whoſe gay train 
Adorns him, colour'd with the florid hues 
Of rainbows and larry eyes. The waters thus 
With ſiſh repleniſh'd, and the air with fowl, 
Ev'ning and morn ſolemniz'd the fifth day. 

The fixth, and of Creation laſt, aroſe 

With evening harps and matin, when Cop ſaid, 
Let th' earth bring forth fowl living in her kind, 
Cattle, and creeping things, and beaſt of th' carth, 
Each in their kind, The earth obey'd, and Qrait 
Op'ning her fertile womb, teem's at a birth 
lIanumerous living creatures, per ſect forms 
Limb'd a ad fully grown : out of the ground uproſe, 
As from his lair, the wild beaſt where he wons 
In foreſt wild, in thicket, brake, or den; 
Among the trees in pairs they roſe, they walk'd : 
The cattle in the Gelds and meadows green : 
Thoſe rare and ſolitary, theſe in flocks 
Poli'ring at once, and in broad herds up- (ung - 
The grafly clods now calv'd, now half appcar'd 


| The tawny lion, pawing 10 get fice 


His hinder parts, then ſprings as broke from bonds, 
Aud rampant, ſhakes bis brinded mane : the ounce, 
The libbard, and the tiger, as the mole 

Riling, the crumbled earth above them threw 

In billocks: the ſwift flag from wader ground 
Bosc up bis branching head ſcarce from bis mould 
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His vaſtneſs: fleec'd the flocks and bleating roſe, 
As plants : ambiguous between ſea and land 

The river horſe and ſcaly crocodile, 

At once came forth whatever creeps the ground, 
Inſet or worm: thoſe wav'd their limber fans 
For wings, and ſmalleſt lincaments exat 

In all the liv'rics deck'd of ſummer's pride, 
Wh ſpots of gold and purple, blue and green: 
Theſe as a line their long dimenſion drew, 
Sircaking the ground with ſinuous trace: not all 
Minims of nature ; ſome of ſerpent kind, 
 Wond'rous in length and corpulence, involv'd 
Their ſnaky folds, and added wings, Firſl crept 
Of future, in ſmall room large heart cnc los d, 

| Pattern of quſt equality perhaps 

Herealter, join'd in her popular tribes 

Of commonality; ſwarming next appear'd 

The femalc bee, that feeds her huſband drone 
Deliciouſly, and builds her waxen cells 

With honey er d; the reft are numbertels : 
Bui thou their natures know f, and gav'it them namics, 
YNecdlels to thee repeated ; nor unknown 
The ſerpem, fubtleſt beaſt of all the field, 
Of buggeaent lomotumes, with brazcy des 
And bavy mane texrafic, though 40 thee 
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Not noxious, but obedient at thy call. 
Now heaven in all ker glory ſhone, and roll'd 


Her motions, as the Firſt Great Mover's hand 
Firſt wheel'd their courſe : carth in her rich attire 
Conſummate, lovely ſmil'd ; air, water, earth, 


By fowl, fiſh, beaſt, was flown, was ſwum, was walk'd 
Frequent : but of the ſixth day yet remain'd; 


| There wamed yet the maſter-work, the end 


Of all yet done ; a creature who not prone 


| And brute as other creatures, but endu'd 
| With ſanfiity of reaſon, might erett 


His Nature, and upright with front ſerene 


| Govern the reſt, fſelf-knowing, and from thenee 
| Magnanimous, to correſpond with heaven : 
But grateful to acknowledge whence his good 
| Deſcends ; thither with heart and voice and eves 
| Direticd in devotion, 10 adore 
| And worſhip Gov ſupreme, who made him chic! 
| Of all his works : therefore th Omnipotent 
Herne Father (for where is not He 
| Prefer ?) thus 46 His Son audibly (pake, 


Let us make now May in our image, Man 


| In our Gantlicude, and let them rule 


Over the flh and fowl! of fea and air, 


| Beall of the field, and over all the earth, 
| And every creeping thing that creeps the ground, 
| Thas lad, He form'd thee, Adam, thee, O man 
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Duſt of the ground, and in thy noſtrils breath d 
The breath of life: in His own image He 
Created thee, in the image of Gov 

Expreſs, and thou becam'ſt a living ſoul. 
Male He created thee, but thy conſort 
Female for race ; then bleſs'd mankind, and ſaid, 
Be fruitful, multiply, and fill the carth, | 
Subdue it, and throughout dominion hold 

Over the fiſh of fea, and fowl of th' air, 

And every living thing that moves on th' earth, 
Wherever thus created ; for no place 

Is yet diſtin by name: thence, as thou know f. 
He brought thee into this delicious grove, 

This garden planted with the trees of Gov, 


Delectable both to behold and taſte ; 

And freely all their pleaſant fruits for food 

Gave thee ; all ſorts arc here that all th' carth yd, Magn 
Variety without end; but of the tree, Open 


Which tafted, works knowledge of good and evil, WM lov 
Thou may'ft not; in the day thou cat'ft, thou dy ; BY Delig 
Death us the penalty inpos'd, beware, 
And govern well thy appetite, left Nen 
Surprile thee, and ber black attendant Death. | 
Here fGnifh'd He, and all chat He had made | That 
View'd, and behold all was entircly good; 1 
$0 c and mory accompliſh'd the Gad do, 
Yet not till che Cremtar, from His work 


'd 
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Deſiſling though unwearied, up return'd, 
Up to the heaven of heavens, His high abode ; 
Thence to behold this new-created world, 
Th' addition of His empire, how it ſhow'd 
In proſpe&t from His throne, how good, how fair, 
Anſw'ring His great idea, Up He rode, 
Follow'd with acclamation and the ſound 
Symphonious of ten thouſand harps that tun'd 
Angelic harmomes: the carth, the air 
Reſounded, {thou remember il, for thou heard, 


The heavens and all the conflellations rang, 


The planets in their lations iſl'ning flood, 
While the bright pomp aſcended jubilant. 


Open, ye everlaſting gates, they ſung, 


Open, ye heavens, your living doors ; let in 
The Great Creator from His work return'd 
Magnificent, His fix days work, a World! 
Open, and henceforth oft, for Cob will deign 
To vihht oft the dwellings of juſt men, 


| Delighted, and with frequent intercourle 


Thather will ſend bis winged meſſengers 
On errands of ſupernal grace. So ſung 


| The glorious train aſcending : He through heaven, 


That open'd wide her blazing portals, led 
To Gov's eternal houſe diret the way, 


| A nod and ample road, whole duſt is gold 
| Aud pavement lars, as lars 0 thee appar, 


Creation and the fix days afts they ſung, 
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Seen in the galaxy, that milky way, | 
Which nightly as a circling zone thou ſceſt 
Powder'd with ſtars. An i now on carth the ſe ven 
Evening aroſe in Eden, for the ſun 

Was ſet, and twilight from the caſt came on, 
Forerunning night; when at the holy mount 
Of heaven's high-ſcated top, th' imperial throne 
Of Godhead, fix'd for ever firm and ſure, 

The Filial Power arriv'd, and ſat him down 
With his Great Father, for He alſo went 
Inviſible, yet ſlay d, (ſuch privelege 

Hath Omnipreſence,) and the work ordain'd, 
Author and end of all things, and from work 
Now reſling, blcſs'd and hallow'd the ſeventh day, 
As reſling on that day from all His work, 

But not in Glence holy kept ; the harp 

Had work and reſted not, the ſole mu pipe, 
And dulcimer, all organs of ſweet hop, 

All ſounds on fret by firing or golden wire 
Temper'd ſoft twnngs, intermix'd with voice 
Choral or uniſon ; of incenſe clouds 

Fuming from golden cenſers, hid the mount, 


— — 


Great ave Thy works, Inna, inte 
Thy power! what thought can meaſure Thee, © 


tongue 
Relate Thee ? greater now in Thy return 
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han from the giant angels; Thee that day 
Thy thunders magnify'd ; but to create 
ever. greater than created to deſtroy. 
bo can impair Thee, Mighty King, or bound 
4 hy empire ? eaſily the proud attempts 
Of ſpirits apoſtate, and their eounſels vein 
Thou haſt repell'd, while impiouſly they thought 
Thee to diminiſh, and from Thee withdraw 
he number of Thy worſhippers, Who ſecks 
o leſſen Thee, againſt his purpoſe ſerves 
To manifeſt the more Thy might: his evil 
pw uſeſt, and from thence creat'ſt more good. 
aneſs this new-made world, another heaven 
h day, Brom heaven gate not far, founded in view 
Dn the clear byaline, the glafly ſeas 
Df amplitude almoſt immenſe, with ſlart 
um'rous, and every flar perhaps a world 
M deftia'd habitation z but Thou know'ft 
| heir ſeaſons : among theſe the feat of men, 
unh with her nether occan citcumſus'd, 
heir pleaſant dwelling place, Thrice happy men, 
ad forns of men, whom Goo hath thus advanc'd, 
wated in His image, there to dwell 
ad worthup Him, and in reward to rule 
Wer His works, on carth, in fea, or air, 
nd multiply a race of worthippers 
bly and jult : thrice happy if they know 
U 
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Their happineſs, — evide. 
So ſung they, and the empyrean rung 
With hallelujahs : thus was ſabbath kept. 


MORNING HYMN. 
[Mitroxs,] 


Tu we Thy glorious works, Parent of gook 
Almighty ! Thine this univerſal frame, 

Thus wond tous fair ; Thyſclf how wond'rous then 
Unſpeakable, who 61'ft above theſe heavens 

To us inviſible, or dimly ſeen 

In theſe Thy loweſt works ; yet theſe declare 

Thy goodneſs beyond thought, and power divine, 
Speak ye who beſt can tell, ye ſons of light, 
Angels ; for ye bebold Him, and with ſongs 

Aud chorl Symphonic, Coy without lg, 
Cucle His throne rejoicing ; ye in heaven, 

On eanth join all ye creatures 16 extol 

Him bein, Him loft, Him dil, and without cud. 
Faurelt of Ham, left in the train ff night, 

If better thou belong nat 16 the daws, 

Sure pledge of day, that 40 the faniling wort 


Breathe 
Wu e 
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With thy bright circlet, praiſe Him in thy ſphere, 
While day ariſes, that ſweet hour of prime. 
Thou ſun, of this great world both eye and ſoul, 
Acknowledge Him thy greater, ſound His praiſe 
In thy eternal courſe, beth when thou climb'ſt, 
Aud when high noon haſt gain'd, and when thou 

fall'ft. 
Moon, that now meet'ft the orient ſun, now fly It 
With the fix'd lars, fix'd in their orb that flies, 
| And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 
In myſlic dance not without ſong, reſound 
His praiſe, who out of darkneſs call'd up light, 
Air, and ye clements, the eldeſt birth 
Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform ; and mix 
And nouriſh all things ; let your ceaſcleſs chan 
Vary to our Great Maker ill new proile, 
Ye mille and exhalations that now vile 
From hill or fcaming lake, duſky or grey, 
[Till the ſun paint your fleecy ſkins with gold, 
In honour to the world's Great Author rife, 
Whether to deck with clouds th? uncolour'd u 
et the thirfly carth with falling ſhowers, 
Wong or falling Qill advance His praiſe, 
Hs praiſe ye winds, that from ſour quel blowS 

Preathe fot or loud ; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
4 0" With every plant, in fign of worſhip wave, 
| | B 2 


wine. 


44 C444 


That Gnging, up to heaven gate aſcend, 


| Made vocal by my ſong, and taught His praiſe. 
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Fountains, and ye that warble, as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune His praiſe. 
Join voices all ye living ſouls; ye birds 


Bear on your wings and in your notes His praiſe, 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

The carth, and lately tread, or lowly creep, 
Witmeſs if I be filent, morn or even, 

To hill, or valley, fountain, or freſh ſhade 


Hail Univerſal Lord, be bounteous fill 
To give us only good ; and if the night 

Have gather'd aught of evil or conceal'd, 
Diſperſe it, as now light diſpels the dark. 


ADAM's RELATION to RAPHAEL 
OF THE FIKST SURVEY HE TOOK 
Of HIMSELF, 


Munroe. 


Fos man to tel how human life began 
Is had ; for who bissel beginmng kaew ? 
Delwe with thee fall Longer 16 conrerle 
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Induc'd me. As new wak'd from ſoundeſt ſleep 

Soft on the flow'ry herb I found me laid 
In balmy ſweat, which with his beams the ſun 
Soon dry'd, and on the reeking moiſture fed. 

fe. Strait toward heaven my wond'ring eyes I turn'd, 
And gaz'd awhile the ample ſky, till rais'd 
By quick inſlinctive motion, up I ſprung, 
As thitherward endeavouring, and upright 
Stood on my feet ; about me round I ſaw 

Hill, dale, and ſhady woods, and ſunny plains, 

And liquid lapſe of murm'ring ſtreams ; by thele, 

Creatures thit liv'd and mov'd, and walk'd or flew, 

Birds on the branches warbling ; all things ſmil'd 

With fragrance, and with joy my heart o'erflow'd, 

Myſelf 1 then perus'd: and limb by limb 

durvey'd, and ſometimes went, and ſometimes ran 

uh ſupple joints, as lively vigour led: 

But who I was, or where, or from what cauſe, 

new not ; to ſpcak I try'd, and forthwith ſpake ; 

My tongue obey'd, and readily could name 

Whatc'er I ſaw, Thou fun, ſaid I, fair light, 

id thou enlightcn'd carth, fo freſh and gay, 

e hills and dales, ye rivers, woods and plains, 

id ye that live and move, fair creatures, tell, 

ell, if ye ſaw, how came I thus, how here 7 

« of myſelf ; by ſome Great Maker then, 

b goudncls and in power pre-emment ; 


HAEL 


9 * 
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Tell me, how may I know Him, how adore, 

From whom I have that thus I move and live, 

And feel that I am happicr than I know. 

While thus I call'd, and firay'd I knew not whither, 
From where I firſt drew air, and firft beheld 

This happy light, when anſwer none rezurn'd, 
On a green ſhady bank profuſe of lowers 

Penſive I ſat me down ; there gentle fleep 

Firſt found me: and with ſoft oppreſſion ſeiz'd 
My drowſed ſenſe, untroubled, though I thought 
I then was pafling to my former ſtate, 

Inſenſible, and forthwith to diſſolve: 

When ſuddenly flood at my head a dream, 
Whoſe inward apparition gently mov'd 

My fancy to believe I yet had being, 

And lid: One came, methought, of ſhape divine 
And ſaid, Thy manſon wants thee, Adam, rife, 
Fill man, of men ignumerable ordain'd 

Firſt facher, call'd by thee I come thy guide 

To the garden of bliſs, thy ſeat prepar'd. 

80 ſaying, by the hand He took we rain'd, 

And over Heide and waters, 4s in arr, 

Smooth fliding without Rep, loft led me wp 

A woody mountain, whoſe high top was platte, 

A circum wide, i ld, with goodlicf rrees 
Feste, with walhs and bowers, that what 1 law 
Of canth belure fearce pleaſant fac d. Each wer 


611. 
4 
1660 


act: ee! 


Loaden with faireſt fruit, that hung to th' eye 
| Tempting, ſlirr'd in me ſudden appetite 
| To pluck and eat: whereat I wak'd, and found 
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Before mine eyes all real, as the dream 
Had lively ſhadow'd : here had new begun 


My wand'ring, had not He who was my guide 


Up hither, from among the trees appear'd, 


In adoration at His feet 1 fell | 


Submiſs ; He rear'd me, and, Whom thou ſought'ft, 
I AM, 


| Said mildly, Author of all this thou ſeefſt 


Above, or roand about thee, or beneath ; 


| This paradiſe I give thee, count it thane, 


| ADAM's PENETENTIAL REFLECTIONS 


AFTER HIS FALL, 
[Mross 


() MISERABLE of happy ! is this the end 
IOf this new glorious world, and me ſo late 
Ihe glory of that glory, who now become 


cus d of Vidlled, hide me from the face 
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Of Gop, Whom to behold was then my heighth 


Of happineſs! yet well, if here would end 
The miſery ; I deferv'd it, and would bear 
My own deſervings ; but this will not ſerve ; 
All that I eat or drink, or ſhall beget, 


| Is propagated curſe. O voice onee heard 


Delightfully, Increaſe and multiply, 

Now death to hear ! for what can I increaſe 
Or multiply, but curſes on my head ? 

Who, of all ages to ſucceed, but feeling 
The evil on him brought by me, will curſe 
My head ? Ill fare our anceflor impure, 

For this we may thank Adam ; but his thanks 
Shall be the execration ; ſo beſides 

Mine own that bide upon me, all from me 
Shall with a fierce reflux eh me redound, 

On me as on their natural centre light 
Heavy, though in their place. O fleeting joys 
Of paradiſe, dear bought with laſting woes ! 
Did 1 requeſt Thee, Maker, from my clay 
To mould me man, did 1 folicu Thee 

From darkneſs to promote me, or here place 
In this delicious garden ? As wy will 
Concurr'd not to my being, it were but right 
Aud equal to reduce me 16 wy dull, 


 Defirous 16 relign and render back 


All 1 recciv'd, unable 40 perform 


E] 


'$ 
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Thy terms too hard, by which I was to hold 

The good I ſought not, To the loſs of that, 
Sufficient penalty, why haſt thou added 

The ſenſe of endleſs woes? Inexplicable 

Thy juſtice ſeems ; yet to ſay truth, too late 

I thus conteſt ; then ſhould have been refus'd 
Thoſe terms whatever, when they were propos'd : 
Thou didſt accept them; wilt thou enjoy the good, 
Then cavil the conditions ? and though GOD 
Made thee without thy leave, what if thy ſon 
Prove diſobedient, and reprov'd, retert, 
Wherefore didſi thou beget me ? I ſought it not: 
Wouldſi thou admit for his contempt of thee, 
That proud excuſe ? yet him, not thy cleftion, 
But natural neceſſity begot. 

Cob made thee of choice His own, and of His own 
To ſerve Him; thy reward was of His grace, 

Thy puniſhment then juſtly is at His will, 

Be it fo, for I ſubmit ; His doom is ſair, 

That duſt I am, and ſhall to duſt return: 


| O welcome hour whenever! why delays 


His hand to execute what His decice 

Fix'd on this day ? why do I overlive, . 
Why am I mock d with death, and lengthen d out 
To deathleſs pain how gladly would I meet 
Mortality my ſentence, and be earth 

lnſeafble ! how glad would lay me dows 
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As in my mother's lap! there I ſhould reſt 


And ſleep ſecure ; His dreadſul voice no more 
Would thunder in my ears, no fear of worſe 
To me and to my offspring would torment me 

Wich cruel expectation. Yet one doubt 
Purſues me fill, left all 1 cannot dic, 

Leſt that pure breath of life, the ſpirit of man 
Which Gov inſpir'd, cannot together periſh 
With this corporeal clod ; then in the grave, 
Or in ſome other diſmal place, who knows 
But I ſhall die a living death ? O thought 
Horrid, if true! yet why ? it was but breath 
Of life that finn'd; what dies but what had life 
And fin ? the body properly had neither, 
All of me then ſhall dic : let this appeaſe 

The doubt, fince human reach no further knows. 
For though the Lord of all be infinite, 

Is His wrath alſo? be it, man is not fo, 

But mortal doom'd, How can He exerciſe 
Wrath without end on man whom death muſt end 
Can He make deathleſs death ? that were to make 
Strange conradifiion, which to Gov Himſclf 
Impoſſible is held, as argument | 
Of weakneſs, not of power, Will He draw out 
For anger's ſake, finite 16 infinite 

In puh d man, to ſatisfy His rigour 

$atiehed never ? that were 16 extend 
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His ſentence beyond duſt and nature's law, 
By which all cauſes elſe according fill 
To the reception of their matter att, 
Not to th'extent of their own ſphere. But ſay 
That death be not one ſlroke, as I ſuppos'd, 
Bereaving ſenſe, but endleſs miſery 
N From this day onward, which I feel begun 
Both in me, and without me, and ſo laſt 
[To perpetuity : Ay me, that fear 
Comes thund'ring back with dreadful revolution 
On my defencelcſs head; both Death and 1 
Am found eternal, andincorporate both, 
Nor I on my part fingle, in me all 
Pollerity Nands curs'd : fair patrimony 
That I muſt leave ye, Sons; O were I able 
To waſte it all myſelf, and leave ye none; 
» dihnhetited how would ye bleſs 
Me now your curſe ! Ah, why ſhould all mank.o8 
For one man's fault thus guiltleſs be condemu'd, 
I guildeſs ? but from me what can proceed, 
make n all corrupt, both mind and will deprav'd, 
It Not to do only, but o will the fame 

| With me ? how can they then acquitted land 
ou Blight of Gov ? Him after all diſputes 
Forc'd I abſolve; all my eyaſions vain, 
And rcaſonings, though through mazes, lead me f 
But to my on conviction; firft and laſt 
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On me, me — wie — ſpring 
Of all corruption, all the blame lights due; 
So might the wrath ! 


— — —— 


ADAM Ax D EVE £exrtiitsD PARADISE 
[Mitron,] 


0 —— 


Tun hour preciſe 
Exafts our parting hence ; and ſee the guards, 
By me encamp'd on yonder hill, expett 
Their motion, at whoſe front a flaming ſword, 
In ſignal of remove, waves fiercely round: 
We may no longer ſlay, ——-zo, waken Eve: 
Her alſo I with gentle dreams have calm'd, 


Portcnding good, and all her ſpirits compos'd ach & 
To meek ſubmiſſion; thou at ſeaſon fit, By m 
Let her with thee partake what thou haſt heard, 80 (p 
Chiefly what may concern ber ſaith to know, Well þ 
The great deliv'rance by her feed to come DA. 
(Tor by the woman's ſeed) on all mankind: To thei 
That ye may live, which will be many days, The Cl 
Both in one faich unanimous, though ſad, Gliding 


With cauſe for evils paſt, yet much more chere Mhis'n fi 
With meditation on the happy cad. And ga 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 129 


—— — NY — — — — — 


He ended, and they both deſcend the hill ; 
Deſcended, Adam to the bow'r where Eve 
Lay fleeping, ran before, but found her wak'd ; 
And thus with words not ſad, ſhe him recciv'd. 
Whence thou return'ſt, and whither went'ft, I 
DIS“. know; | | 
For Cop is alſo in fleep, and dreams adviſe, 
Which he hath ſent propitious, ſome great good 
reſaging, fince with ſorrow and heart's diſtreſs 
Wearied I fell aſleep: but now lead on; 
n me is no delay; with thee to go, 
Is to ſlay here ; without thee here to lay, 
Isto go hence unwilling; thou with me 
An all things under Heav'n, all places thou, 
Vho for my wilful crime art bamil'd hence, 
This further conſolation yet ſecure 
carry hence ; though all by me is loſt, 
Such favor I unworthy am vouchlal'd, 
By me the promis'd Sced ſhall all reſtore, 
$0 ſpake our mother Eve, and Adam heard 
Well pleas'd, but anſwer'd not ; for now t nigh 
Th Arch-Angel flood, and from the other hill 
lo their fix'd Ration, all in bright array 
| Ihe Cherubim deſcended ; on the ground 
Gliding meteorous, as evening mull 
car's Wu from a river o'er the mariſh glides, 
And gathers ground falt at the lab iets heel 
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Home wurd returning. High in front advanc'd 
The brandiſh'd ſword of Con before them blaz'd 
Fierce asa comet ; which with torrid heat, 

And vapor as the Lybian air aduſt, 

Began to parch that temperate clime ; whereat 

In cither hand the haſt'ning angel caught 

Our ling'ring parents, and to tb' caſtern gate 

Led them direct, and down the cliff as faſt 

To the ſubjefed plain ; then diſappear'd, 

They looking back, all th' eaftern fide beheld 

Of paradiſe, ſo late their happy ſeat, 

Wav'd over by that flaming brand, the gate 
With dreadful faces throng'd, and fiery arms : 
Some natural tears they dropt, but wip'd them ſoon 
The world was all beforc them, where to chooſe 
Their place of reſt, and Providence their guide : 
They hand in hand, with wand'ring fleps and flow, 


| Through Eden took their ſoluary way. 
| Faom rut Stcoxp CHarTER OF T4 ang 
aw | 
4 Warp.) Mut ſow; 
ad 40 
| ew al 
1111 be pat 


When vice cnervatcs and enflaves the mind ; 
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What ſenſe ſuggeſts, how fondly we believe, 
And with what ſubtilty ourſelves deceive ! 
Frail is our ſtate, (th'ungodly cry) how few 
The days of life, and yet how tedious too ! 
Death is our certain doom, in vain we firive 
o lay the blow, and idly with to live ; 
Vhen once we to the grave deſcend, in vain 
Hope ever to return, and breathe again, 
gave us birth, chance form'd our brittle 
frame, 
or know we how, or why, or whence we came; 
Smoke is our breath, a ſpark our vital part, 
That warms, and moves, and animates our heart, 
Which once extinguiſh'd, we no more are ſcen; 
Then ſhall we be, as if we ner had been, 
ur works ſhall all in dark oblivion he, 
ad wich ourſelves our very names fhall die; 
lent, forgot, 10 nothing we repair, 
lo duſl aur bodies, nd our fouls 10 air. 
We vauth like 2 cloud, that owes is birth 
v exhalatzons from the glowing canth, 
Wawn up, and painted by the fular rays, 
beauteous being ut awhile diſplays ; 
ut ſoon diflely'd, its fhon-liv'd glory mourns, 
ad 40 iu parent earth in ice FLUTE ; 
ew all the heavens around, no can you Hud 
| be path ut pale d, or mark 14s act behind, 


FF THE 
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Come, let us then the preſent hour employ ; 

Nor to the faithleſs future truſt our joy ; 

Let us from care the wrinkled forchead ſmoothe, 

Let us in age revive the ſweets of youth, 

Pour out rich wines, the coſtly ointments bring, 

With all the blooming flow'rs that grace the ſpring, 

Let the freſh violet and the new-born roſe 

A ſmiling chaplet for our brows compoſe. 

Entwine our temples, ect ye die, ye flow'rs! 

Short is your date of life, and ſhort is ours, 

Let's print each hour with pleaſure, c'er it paſs, 

Leave monuments of joy in every place, 

That may our revellings and us ſurvive, 

Shew we once were, and teach our ſons to live, 

Loſe not the little portion fate allows, 

That is man's this all the heaven he knows. 
Thus they, who from the ways of truth decline, 

Pervert their reaſon to confirm their n; 

The miſts of ſenſus) luſt fo cloud their eye, 

They can't the myſteries of Gov defcry, 

Or tafte the pleaſing hope, and heavenly reft, 

The pious tranſports of the righteous breafl ; 

They know not man for noble views deſign'd, 

Nor fort the worth of their immortal mind; 

On wanheory things they bu their blils, 

And loſe the better life e come for this, 
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” A PARAPHRASE OF THE LaTTER Par of 
oe, rut SixTH CHArTER Of 
SY sr. MATTHEW, 
(prin [ruourtsox.] 
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Warn my breaſt labours with oppreſſive care, 
And o'er my check deſcends the falling tear; 
While all my warring paſſions are at firife, 

0h, let me liften to the words of life ! 

thus He rais'd from carth the drooping heart. 
Think not, when all, your ſcanty flores afford, 
n 

not, when worn the homely robe appears, 
eto the howling tempeſt bears ; 

id what ſhall cloathe theſe ſhiv'ring lunbs again. 
ay, docs not life its nouriſhment exceed / 

4, ad the fair body ite inveſting weed ? 

| and look away your low deſpair 

ke the light tenants of the barren a 


v them, nor flares, nor grananics, belong, 
ought, but the woodland, and the plealing long , 
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Yet, your kind heav'nly father bends his eye 
On the leaſt wing that flits along the ſky, 
To him they fing, when ſpring renews the plain, 
To him they cry, in winter's pinching reign ; | 
Nor is their muſic, nor their plaint in vain ; 
He hears the gay, and the diſtreſsful call, 
And with unſparing bounty fills them all, 
Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace, 
Obſerve the various vegetable race; 
They neither toil, nor ſpin, but carcleſs grow, 
Yet ſee how warm they bluſh! how bright they glo- 
What regal veſtments can with them compare ! 
What king fo ſhining ! or what queen ſo fair! 
If, ceaſcleſs, thus the fowls of heaven he feeds, 
If fer the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads; 
| Will he not care for you, ye Faithleſs, ſay ? 
Is be unwiſe ? or, ave ye leſs than they? 


ODE os AFOLUS's HARP, 


(THons0n,] 
— 
AEiruzzem. race, inhabitants of aur, 
Who bymso your God amid the fecyct grove 1 
Ve unſcem beings, 16 wy harp repair, 
And raile majeftic firains, or melt 41 Vove. 
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Thoſe tender notes, how kindly they upbraid; 
With what ſoft woe they thrill the lover's heart! 
in, Sure from the hand of ſome unhappy maid, 
| Who dy'd of love, theſe ſweet complainings part. 


But bark! that flrain was of a graver tone; 

On the deep firings his hand ſome hermit throws; 
Or be, the ſacred bard 1j who fat alone, 

In the drear waſle, and wept his people's wocs. 


glov' Such was the ſong which Zaon's children ſung, 
When by Euphrates fiream they made their plaint; 

And to ſuch ſadly ſolemn notes arc ſlrung 

Angelic harps, to ſoothe à dying ſaint. 


Methinks I hear the full celeftial choir, 
Throw? heav'n's high dome their awful anthem raiſe: 
Now chanting clear, and now they all conſpire 

To {well the lofty hymn, from praiſe to praiſe, 


Let me, ye wand'ring ſpirits of the wind, 

Who, as wild fancy prompts you, touch the firing, 
| dais with your theme, be in your chorus yoin'd, 
For wall you ceale, my mule forgets to ling, 


1 Jeremiah 


Cx 
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HASSAN; os, Tus CAMEL- DRIVER 


An Oz1txTaAL Eciocue, 


[(Corlrtixs,] 


— 
Scene, The Deſart. 
Time, Mid-Day, 


Is ſilent horror o'er the boundleſs waſte 

The driver Haſſan with his camels paſt, 

One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 

And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty fiorc ; 

A fan of painted feathers in his band, 

To guard his ſhaded facc from ſcorching ſand. 

The ſultry fun had gain'd the middle (ky, 

And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh; 

The beaſts, with pain, their duſty way purſuc, 

Shrill ro8r'd the winds, and dreary was the view | 

With deſp'rate ſorrow wild, dh“ affrighted man 

Thrice (ghd, thrice ruck his breaft, and thus bg 
++ Sad was the hour, and lucklels was the day, 
„ When ff! from Schiraz walls 1 en my way * 


Ah! liude thought 1 of the Laſting wind, 
The thirft or praching hunger that 1 bud * 
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Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſhall thirſt aſſwage, 
When fails this cruſe, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load teſign; 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine? 


Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
ln all my griefs a more than equal ſhare ! 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green dclights to know, 
Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales beſtow : 
Here rocks alone, and taſtcleſs ſands arc found, 
And faint and fickly winds for ever how! around. 

* Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 

4 When fen from Schiraz walls 1 bent my way!“ 


Cui be the gold and Glver which perſuade | 


| Weak men 10 follow far-ſCatiguing trade 

| The lily peace outſhines the Gilver lore, 

| And life is dearer than the golden ore : 

| Yet money tempts us o'er the deſart brown, 
| To ev 'ry Giflant mart and wealthy town. 

| Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the fea; 
| And we we guy yet repaid by thee ? 


Al! why was ruin fo atraftive made, 


| Or why fond man fo calily briray'd / 
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Why heed we not, whilſt mad we haſte along, Thric 
The gentle voice of peace or plcaſure's ſong ? From 
Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountains fide, They 
The ſountain's murmurs, and the vallev's pride, Peace 
Why think we theſe leſs plcaſing to behold, He 
Than dreary deſarts, if they lead to gold ? Ar 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, — 

** When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my way!” 
VII 


O ceaſe my fears !——All frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of woe ; 
What if the lion in his rage 1 meet! 

Of in the duſt 1 view his printed feet : 

Aud fearful ! oft, when day's declining light, 

Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 

By hunger tous d, he ſcours the groaning plain, 

Gaunt wolves and ſullen tigers in his train; 

Before them Death with ſhiicks direkte their way, 

Fills the wild yell, and leads them io their prey, 

Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
+ When firſt from Schiraz walls 1 bent my wal 


At that dead hour the filewt afp ſhall creep, 
If ought of refit 3 Hud, upon wy fleep ; 
Or ome ſwols ferpent ewitl Ude feales around, 
Aud wake 40 anguilh with s burning wound, 
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Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented poor, 

From luſt of wealth, and dread of death ſecure! 

They tempt no deſarts, and no grieſs they find; 

Peace rules the day where reaſon rules the mind. 
He ſaid, and call'd on heaven to bleſs the day, 
And back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way. 


VIRTUE ALONE arrorps TRUE 
HAPPINESS. 


(Pors.] 


War nothing carthly gives, or can deſtroy, 
The foul's calm ſun-thine, and the beart-ſelt joy, 
Is Vinue's prize! A better would you fix? 

Then give Humiliy a coach and fix ; 

Juſtice a congq'ror's ſword, or Truth a gown, 

Or Public Spirit its great cure, a crown, 

Weak, fooliſh man! will heaven reward us there 
With the ſame traſh mad mortals with for here 
The boy and man an individual makes, 

Yet fight thou now for apples and for cakes ? 
Go, like the Indian, in another life 


| Eapett thy dag, thy battle, and thy wiſe: 
As well as dream ſuch witles arc aſligu d, 
As toys and empires, for a god-like mind. 
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Rownrks that cidher would to vine hring 

No joy, or be deſtruſtive of the thing: 

How oft by theſe at fixty are undone 

The virtues of a ſaint at twenty one! 

To whom can riches give repute, or truſt, 

Content, or pleaſure, but the good or juſt ? 

Judges and ſenates have been bought with gold, 

Efteem and love were never to be fold. | 

O fool! to think Gov hates the worthy mind, 

The lover and the love of humankind, 

Whoſe life is healthful, and whoſe conſcience clew 

Becauſe he wants « thouſand pounds a year. 
Honour and ſhame from no condition riſc ; 

AR well your pant, there all the honour hes. 

Fortunc in men has ſome ſmall difl® rence made, 

Ouc flauns in rags, one flatters in brocade, 

The cobler apron'd, and the parſon ge- d, 

The friar hooded, and the monarch crown d. 

„What differ more (you cry) than crown and cow! ” 

ll ill you, fricud! « wile man and a fool, 


" You'll bad if ance the monarch afts the monk, 


Or, coblerdike, the perſon will be drunk, 
Work makes the man, and want of it the fellow, 
The cf 4s all but deather or prunchls. | 
tuck Oc with tatles, and hung round with a 
That thou aa f be by Kang, or whores f hangs ; 
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Boaſt the pure blood of an illuſtrious race, 

Jn quiet low from Lucrece to Lucrece : 

But by your father's worth, if your's you rate, 
Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 
Has crept thro ſcoundrels, ever ſince the flood, 


. Go! and pretend your family is young ; 
lor own your fathers have been fools ſo long. 
at can enoble forts, or flaves, or cowards, 
not all the blood of all the Howards. 
cle Woo next on greatneſs; ſay where greatneſs lies? 


* Where, but among the heroes and the wiſe,” 
crocs are mucn the ſame, the point's agreed, 
wm Macedonis's madman to the Swede ; 
T whole range purpoſe of their lives, to find 
Dr make an enemy of all mankind ! 

n one looks backward, onward fhll he goes, 
I ot ner looks forward further than his noſe, 
6 bleſs alike the policic and wile ; 
ll fly flow things with carcumſpetiive cyes ; 
n im thear loole unguarded hours, they take, 
« that themſelves arc wile, but others weak. 
gram that thoſe can conguer, thele can cheat 
Is ease abſurd 40 call 2 villain great ; 
Who wickedly 14 wile, or madly brave, 
$ but the mare # fool, the more # Knave, 
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Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 
Or failing, ſmiles in exile or in chains; 

| Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 

Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. 

What's fame ? a fancy'd life in other's breath, 

A thing beyond us, ev'n before our death. 

Juſt what you hear you have, and what's unknowr 

The fame (my lord) if Tully's or your own. 

All that we feel of it begins and ends 

In the ſmall circle of our fors or friends ; 

To all beſide as much an empty ſhade 

An Eugene living, as a Cafar dead; 

Alike or when, or where, they ſhone, or ſhine, 

Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine, 

A wit's a feather, and a chicl's a rod; 

An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of Gov, 

Fame but from death a villain's name can lave, 

As juſtice tears his body from the grave ; 

When what oblivion better were relign'd, 

Is hung on high to poiſon half mankind. 

All fame is foreign, but of we defen ; 

Plays round the head, but comes not to the hear 

One (elf-approving hour whole years out weeghs 

Of flupid Rarers, and of loud huazas ; 

And more true joy Marcellus cid fecls, 

Thas Ca ſar with # fc nate at bis becks, 
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In parts ſuperior what advantage lies ? 
ell (for you can) what is it to be wiſe ? 
Tis but to know how little can be known; 

To ſee all others faults, and feel our own. 

d in bus'neſs or in arts to drudge, 
Vithout a ſecond, or without a judge : 

ruths would you teach, or ſave a ſinking land ? 
All fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. 
Painful pre-eminence ! yourſelf to view 

Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too, 

Bring then theſe bleſſings to a firiet account; 
Make fair deduRtions ; ſee to what they mount 
How much of other cach is ſure to coſt ; 

{How each for other oft is wholly loſt ; 

| How inconſiſtent greater goods with theſe ; 

How ſometimes life is riſq'd, and always caſe : 

ve, Think, and if fill theſe things thy envy call, 
Say, wouldii thou be the man to whom they fall a 

To ligh for ribbands if thou art fo Gly, 

Mark bow they grace lord Umbro, or fir Billy, 

I; yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life ? 

Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wiſe, 

If parts allure thee, think bow Bacon ſhin'd, 

The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meancht of mankind ; 

Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a name, 

dee Cromwell, damm'd to everlaſting fame | 
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If all, united, thy ambition call, 

From ancient Rory, learn to ſcorn them all. 

There in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and grem, 

See the falſe ſcale of happineſs complete ! 

In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay, 

How happy thoſe to ruin, theſe betray. 

From dirt and ſea-weed as proud Venice role ! 

In cach how guilt and greatneſs equal ran, 

And all that rais'd the hero, funk the man: 

Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold, 

But Rlain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for gold, 

Then fee them broke with toils, or ſunk in calc, 

Or infamous for plunder'd provinces. 

O wealth ilidated ! which no aft of fame 

E'er taught to ſhine, or ſanFiiked from ſhame ; 

What greater bliſs attends the cloſe of life 7 

Some greedy manion, or imperious wie, 

The wophy'd arches, flory'd halls 4avade, 

And baunt their Gumbers in the pompous ſhader. 

Alas! not dazgled an then noournide ray 

Compute the morn and ev ning 16 the day ; 

The whole amount of that enormous fame, 

A tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame \ 
Know they this wth, {egaugh for man to Ke 

+ Viantue done is happanrhs blow,” 
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— human du dand, Qill, 
uud taſtes the good without the fall to ill! 
bleſt in what it takes and what it gives: 

he joy uncquall'd, if its end it gain, 

ad if it loſe, attended with no pain: 

uhout ſatiety, though cer fo bleſt, 
ad but more reliſh'd as the more diſtreſs'd ; 
broadeſt mirth unfeeling folly wears, 

„ pleafing far than virtue's very tears. 

, from each obje, from cach place acquit d, 
pr ever exercrs'd, yet never tit'd; 

ever elated, while one man's opprels'd ; 

ever dezefied, while another's bleſs'd ; 

nd where no wants no withes can remain, 

we but to with more virtue is to gain. 

dee the fole bliſs beav'n could on all beſtow ! 
uch who but feels can tate, but thinks can know ; 
e! poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 

be bad muſt miſs, the good, untaught, will find ; 
ve 46 no fe, who takes no private road, 

W looks through nature up to nature's (0D : 
flucs that chain which Linke 1 imme c defign, 
us ca M and earth, and mona! and ; „ 
6, that no bring any bliſs can Know, 

tauche lome above and lome bel 


—_— 
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Learns, from this union of the riſing whole, 
The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the human foul ; 

And knows where faith, law, morals, all began, 
All end in Lovt or Go, and Love or Mai 


THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER 


ſPore.] | 


DLO OPT, MAX, 


Faruzn Aut in e age, Or « 
In ev*'ry clime ador'd, 
By ſaint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! | Let x 


Thou great Firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood | And 
Who all my ſenſe confin'd | 
To know but this, that thou art good, 
And that wyſelf am blind, Ss RAT 


Vet gave inc is this dark cliate, 
To fee the good from il! ! 
And binding nature Tall in fair, | 
Left free the human will, have 


— 
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What conſcience diftates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This, teach me more than hell to ſhun, 
That, more than heav'n purſue, 


Let me not caſt away ; 
For GoÞ is paid when man receives, 


T'enjoy is to obey, 


Yet not to earth's contraſted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 

Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round. 


Prelume thy bolts to throw, 
On each I judge thy ſoc, 


If 1 am right, thy grace impart, 
Still in the right 40 Hay: 

If 1 am wrong, O teach wy heart 
To find that bettcr way, 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 
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At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, | 

Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to feel another's woe, 
| To hide the faults I fee; 

That mercy I to others ſhew, 
That mercy ſhew to me. 


Mean though I am, not wholly fo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath ; 

O lead me whereſo'er I go, | 
Thro' this day's life or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot : 
Thou know if beſt beſtow'sd or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To thee, whoſe temple is all ſpace, 
Whoſe altas, carth, fea, lic 

One chorus let all being raiſe ! 

| All nature's incenſe iſ | 


3 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 49 
—— —ͤ —— 


' 


THE INFINITE. 


[Warrts.] 


Sour fp, lend your heav'nly tongue, 
Or harp of golden firing, 
That I may raiſe a lofty ſong 

To our Eternal King, 


Thy names, how infinite they be! 
Great Everlaſting One ! 
Boundleſs Thy unght and mae fly, 

And unconſin'd Thy throne. 


Thy glories ſhine of wondrous lize, 
And wond'rous large Thy grace; 
Immortal day breaks from Whine cycs, 


Thiae elende is 4 valt abyſs, 
Which angels cannot lound, 
Au dcn of inhancs 
Where all our thoughts are donn, 
L 
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Reaſon may graſp the maſſy hills, 
And ſtretch from pole to pole, 


But half Thy name our ſpirit fills, 
And overloads our ſoul. 


In vain our haughty reaſon ſwells, 
For nothing's found in Thee 
And vaſt eternity. 


THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 
A iN OD tu 


[{WarTs,] 
— 


Wins the fierce north · wind with his airy (0! 
Rears up the Baltic to « foaming fury; 

Aud the red hightmng with a florm of hail com: 
Ruſlung ama de 
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ov the poor ſailors ſtand amaz'd and tremble | 


ile the hoarſe thunder like a bloody trumpet 
Roars a loud onſet to the gaping waters 
Quick to devour them. 


uch ſhall the noiſe be, and the wild diſorder, 
If things eternal may be like theſe carthly) 
Shakes the creation ; 


Tears the ſtrong pillars of the vault of heaven, 

reaks up old marble, the repoſe of princes ; 

dhe graves open, and the bones ariſing, 
Flames all around 'em. 


K the (hrill outcry of the guilty wreiches ; 
bite d * q 

we thro' their eye-lids, while the living worm hes 
Guawing within them 


his, like old vultures, prey upon their heart 
lad the ſmart twinges, when their eye heb) ds the 
iy judge frowning, and a flond of vengeance 


"OMe Ds 


un dos 
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Hopeleſs immortals ] how they ſcream and ſhiver, 

While devils puſh them to the pit wide yawning 

Hideous and gloomy, to receive them headlong 
Down to the cent. 


Stop here my fancy: (all away ye horrid 

Doleful ideas) come ariſe to Jeſus, 

How he fits God-like ! and the ſaints around him 
Thron'd, yet adoring” 


O may I fit there when he comes triumphant 

Dooming the nations: then aſcend to glory, 

Whilc our Hoſannas all along the paſſage 
Shout the Redeemer. | 


LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY 


IWA.) 
— 


I: was a brave attempt! advent'rous he, 
Who in the firſt ſhip broke the unknown tes ; 
Aud leaving his dear native ſhores beluad, 
Trufied bus Life 40 the hicentious wind. 
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ver, | ſee the ſurging brine : the tempeſt raves, 
He on a pinc-plank rides acroſs the waves, 

Exulting on the edge of thouſand gaping graves: 
He fieers the winged boat, and ſhifts the ſails, 
Conquers the floods, and manages the galcs. 
Such is the ſoul that leaves this mortal land 
Fearleſs, when the great Maſter gives command. 
Death is the florm : the (miles to bear it roar, 
And bids the tempeſt waſt her from the ſhore : 
| hen with a ſkilful helm ſhe ſweeps the ſcus, 
And manages the raging ſlorm with calc ; 
Wide to the wind, and as ſhe ſails the Gngs, 
And loſes by degrees the ſighi of mortal things. J 
ks the ſhores leflen, ſo her joys ariſe, 
The waves roll gentler, and the 4cmpelt dies 
Now valt eternity falls all her fight, 


«3 7 + floats 69 the broad deep with infinice delight, 


Ihe ſeas for ever calm, the es for ever bright, 
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MEDITATION ix a GROVE 


[Wars] 


Sweet wut, deſcend and bleſs the ſhade, 
And bleſs the ev'ning grove ; 

| Bus'neſs and noiſe and day are fled 

And ev'ry care but love, 


But hence, ye wanton young and fair, 
Mine is a purer flame ; 
No Phillis hall infeRt the air 
With her unhallow'd name. 


Jeſus has all my pow'rs poſſeſi, 
My hopes, my fears, my joys; 
He, the dear fov'reign of my breaſt, 
Shall ill command my voice. 


Some of the faireſt choirs above 
Shall flock around my ſong 

With joy, to hear the name they love, 
Sound from a mortal tougur. 
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His charms ſhall make my numbers flow, 
And hold the falling floods, 
While filence fits on ev'ry bough, 
And bends the liſt'ning woods. 


IVE, 


I'll carve our paſſion on the bark, 
And ev'ry wounded tree 

Shall drop and bear ſome myſtic mark 

That Jeſus dy'd for me. 


The ſwains ſhall wonder when they read 
Inſcrib'd on all the grove, 

That Heav'n itielf came down, and bled 
To win a mortal's love, 


Tut HERO's SCHOOL os MORALITY. 


[Warrs,] 


T aczon among his travels ſound 
A broken flatue on the ground ; 

Aud fcaiching onward as he weng, 

He wac'd a ruin'd monument, 

Mould, moſs, and thades had overgrown 
The ſeulprure of the crumbling lene, 
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Yet e'er he paſs'd, with much ado os 
He gueſs'd and ſpell'd out, Sci-pi-o. * Th 
| « Of 
Enough, he cry'd ; I'll drudge no more, « Te 
In turning the dull Stoics o'er : In 
Let pedants waſte their hours of caſe — 
To ſweat all night at Socrates ; a 
And feed their boys with notes and rules, * Ar 
** Thoſe tedious Recipes of Schools He 
* To cure ambition: I can learn . 
Wich greater eaſe the great concern * 
Of mortals; how we may deſpiſe 4 Th 
* All the gay things below the ſkies. | 4 W 
* Th 

+ Methinks a mould'ring pyramid 
Says all that the old ſages ſaid ; «| 
% For me, theſe ſhatter'd tombs contain * An 
„More morals than the Vatican. Yo 
„The duſt of heroes caſt abroad, #1h 
+ And kick'd and trampled in the road, Fo 
The relics of a lofty mind, |F WE... 
4 That lately wars and crowns deſigu d, | 4 4 
4 Toft for 8 jeſt from wind o wind,... dA 
Rid me be bumble, and forbew Th 
4 Tall monuments of fame to rear, | Lal 
bey e but castles in the air, e 


re, 
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The tow'ring height and frightful falls, 
The ruin'd heaps and funcrals 

„Of ſmoaking kingdoms and their kings, 
„Tell me a thouſand mournful things 
In melancholy Glence. 


He 


That living could not bear to fee 

„An equal, now lics torn and dead, 
„Here his pale trunk, and there his head ; 
« Great Pompey | while I meditate 
„Wich ſolemn horror thy ſad fate, 

Thy carcaſs ſcautcr'd on the ſhore 

„ Without a name, inflirufts me more 
„Than my whole library before, 


Lie flill, my Plutarch them, and fleep, 
And my good Seneca may keep 
+ Your volumes clos'd for ever tos, 
+ | have no further uſe for you? 
„For when I fecl my vieuwe Tal, 
And my ambiuious thoughts preves! ; 
I'll cake a turn among the combs, 
' Aud fee whereis all glory comes 5 
There the vile fact of e fave, 
 Iaſults # Charles ar # Guitave ; 
' Beggars with awful alhes dyn, 
And wead the Catan in the dans.” 


* 
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TRUE RICHES. 


[Warrs.] 


6— — 
What to-morrow fate will do: 
Tis enough that I can ſay 

I've poſſeſt myſelf to-day : 

Then if haply midnight death 
Seize my fleſh and ſiop my breath, 
Yet to-morrow I ſhall be 

Heir to the beſt part of me. 


Glitt'ring ſtones and golden things, 
Wealth and honours that have wings, 
Ever flutt'ring to be gone, 

I could never call my own : 
Riches that the world beſtows, 
She can take and I can loſe ; 
But the treaſures that are mine, 
When I view my ſpacious ſoul, 
And ſurvey myſelf awholc, 

And enjoy myſelf alone, 

I'm 3 kingdom of my own. 


ITT 
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I've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never ſeen, 
Rich as Eden's happy ground, 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the ſhining boughs 
Knowledge fair and uſeful grows; 
On the ſame young flow'ry tree 
All the ſeaſons you may ſee ; 
Notions in the bloom of light, 
Juſt diſcloſing to the ſight: 
Here are thoughts of larger growth, 
Rip'ning into ſolid truth : 

Fruits refin'd of noble taſte ; 
Seraphs feed on ſuch repaſl. 

Here in a green and ſhady grove 
Streams of pleaſure mix with love: 
There beneath the ſmiling ſkics 
Hills of contemplation riſe ; 

Now upon ſome ſhining top 
Angels light, and call me up; 

I rejoice o raiſe my feet, 

Both r1cyoice when there we meet, 


"There are endleſs beautics more 
Karth hath no reſemblance for ; 
Nothing like them zound the pole, 
Nothing can deſcribe the foul ; 


—— crept 
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om me 
'Tis a region half unknown, 

That has treaſures of its own, 

Than the bowels of Peru; — 
Broader tis and brighter far 


Than the golden Indies are : | 
Ships that trace the watry Rage FAY 
Cannot coaſt it in an age; CHA 
Had they wings to help their feet, 

Could not run it half way o'er 

In ten thouſand days and more. 


Yet the filly wand'ring mind 

Loth to be too much-confin'd, 
| Narrow ſhores of fleſh and ſenſe, | 
Picking ſhells and pebbles thence : In all < 
Or ſhe fits at Fancy's door, She 
Calling ſhapes and ſhadows to her, Jo vc 
Foreign viſits ſlill receiving, „ had 
And therſelf a flranger living. When 
Never, never would ſhe buy 

| Indian duſt or Tyrian dye, 
Never trade abroad for more hole 
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If her inward worth were known, 
ꝙ— e... ee 
nee. 


„ FAKAPHRASE ON THE THIRTEENTH 
CHAPTER OF THE FIRST EPISTLE 
TO THE CORLINTHIAXS, 


(vat 
— 


U 
Than ever man pronounc'd, or angel ſung: 

Had 1 all knowledge, human and divine, 

That thought can reach, or ſcience can define ; 
had I pow's tv give that knowledge birth, 
In all the ſpceches of the babbling cath : 
Shadrach's zeal my glowing breaft inſpire, 

Wo weary cortures, and rejoice in fire ; 

Dr bad 1 faith like that which Hradl ſaw, 
When Moſes gave them miracles, and law : 
Wel, gaczous Chany, rdulgem gur, 

Were nos thy pow's exerted in wy bees 
thoſe ſpecchcs would fend up wiherded prov , 
That form of Mfc would be bas wild A- 


She builds our quiet, as ſhe forms our lives: 


| Its proper bounds, and due reftriftion knows ; 
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A tymbal's ſound were better than my voice, 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noiſe. 
Charity, decent, modeſt, eaſy, kind, 
Soſtens the high, and rears the abject mind 
Knows with juſt reins, and gentle hand to guide 
Betwixt vile ſhame, and arbitrary pride : 

Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives : 

And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes: 
Soft peace ſhe brings wherever ſhe arrives ; 


Lays the rough paths of peeviſh nature even, 
And opens in each heart a little heav'n, 
Each other gift, which GOD on man beſtows, 


To one fixt purpoſe dedicates its pow'r, 

And finiſhing its aft, exiſts no more, 

Thus in obedience to what heav'n decrees, 

Knowledge ſhall fail, and prophecy ſhall ceaſe : 

But laſting Charity's more ample ſway, 

Nor bound by time, nor ſubjeR to decay, 

In happy triumph ſhall for cver live, 

And endleſe good diffuſe, and endleſs praiſe receive 
As through the artift's intervening glaſs, 


Dur eye perceives the diſtant plances paſs; 


A litle we diſcover ; but allow 
That more remains unſcen, than art can thew : 


= 
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{lts feeble eye intent on things above) 
High as we may, we lift our reaſon up, 
By Faith directed, and confirm'd by Hope: 
Yet we are able only to ſurvey, 
Dawnings of beams, and promiſes of day. 
Heav'n's fuller efluence mocks our dazzled fight ; 
Too great its ſwiſtneſa, and too Rtrong its light. 
But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpell'd: 
The ſun ſhall ſoon be face to face beheld | 
Ir all his robes, with all his glory on, 
Scated ſublime on ais meridian throne. 
One loſt in certainty, and one in joy: 
Whiltt thou, more happy pow'r, fair Charity, 
Thy office, and thy nature fill the ſame, 
Lalling thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 
Shalt land before the hoſt of heaven conſe, 
Fur ever bleſhag and for ever bicft, 
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Tur FRAILTY axp FOLLY or MAN 


[Pz10R,] 


Gaar how frail thy creature man i 
made 

How by himſelf inſenſibly betray'd] 

In our own ſtrength unhappily ſecure, 

Too little cautious of the adverſe pow'r ; 

And by the blaſt of ſelf-opinion mov'd, 

We wiſh to charm, and ſeck to be belov'd, 

On pleaſure's flowing brink we idly ſtray, 

Maſters as yet of our returning way : 

Seeing no danger, we diſarm our mind; 

And give our conduRt to the waves and wind: 

Then in the flow'ry mead, or verdant ſhade, 

To wanton dalliance negligently laid, 

We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl, 

And ſmiling ſee the nearer waters roll; 

Till the flrong guſts of raging paſſion riſe, 

Till the dize tempeſt mingles earth and (kies ; 

And ſwift into the boundleſs ocean borne, 

Our fooliſh confidence 100 late we mourn : 

Round our devoted heads the billows beat ; 

And from our troubled view the leflen'd lands 11117 


CHR 


(AN. 


owl, 


$ 104778 
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CHRIST aBove ALL PRAISE. 


[PenRRONET.] 
— 


Thy throne, O God, is for ever and ever. 
| Hes.i. 8. 


HOY heaven's bright hoſts with earth in eoncert 
ar voice ethereal, and their notes divine: 

nature firikes the univerſal firing : 

V yet unſorm'd, unnumber'd orbs ſhall roll, 
pour at once the thunder of their ſoul ; 

all the pow'rs of Harmony abroad, 


concrete riſe, to ſwell the grand applaud, 
rength to their King, and Glory to their God! 

« would this high, this full accented choir, 

bw! fluſh'd with all that being could inſpire, 
wanſport's joy, or love's harmonic fire, J 
6 vain affay, the Infinite 10 raiſe, 

alt his greatneſs, or ſupport his praiſe ! 

her wimolt (kill would diſproportion'd prove, 

ad thame their efforts, while it ſhew's their love? 
ch foil'd attempt, diminiſh or debaſe 

We glorious theme, aud (ral its own diſgrace. 

* 
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His dazzling heights their ſoaring ſtrains elude, 
And kind reproach their vent'rous gratitude. 

Their loud acclaim, tho“ ſhook th' Olympian i, 
In air diſſolve, and hallelujahs die. 

No thund' ring echoes would the vaults reſound; 
Nor echoing murmurs anſwer to the ſound, 

Still as the night the loud acclaim would ceaſc, 
And conſcious bluſh ſuffuſe creation's face, 
Loſt from the moment that they firſt aſcend, 
Would miſs their objeRt, tho“ attain'd its end, 
In love receiv'd, who view'd' their bold deſign, 
The praiſe might take, yet juſt preſerve the line, 
Officious worlds their ſacred diſtance keep, 

And vocal joy in awful ſilence fleep; 

Sunk at his feet, with trembling homage own 
Their zeal---preſumption, and their art outdone, 
The theme too mighty for creation's tongue, 
The ſeraph's ardor, or the cherub's ſong, 

As none but He, whoſe wiſdom knows his pow“, 
Can comprehend, or can himſelf adore ; 

Define the nature, or preſcribe the mode 

Of ſervice due, or worſhip mect for Gov, 
Defeftive all the creature's utmoſt fAlretch, 

How wide their compaſs, or how high their rea. 
All ſhort of him, who ſhurs created fight, 
And dwells in darknels from exceſs of light, 
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to himſelf---his own eternal theme; 
Nor adds creation, nor detrafts from him. 
o him alone exiſtence owes her form, 

om tow'ring cherubs to the trodden worm. 


d; 'Twixt theſe compriz'd creation's gradual plan f, 
form'd between his fav'rite likeneſs man 1. 
©, lac'd at the head of this terreſtial frame, 
e treads on duſt, yet glows ſeraphic flame: 
| 1 whoſe compound th' amazing contraſts meet, 
I, leav'n in his eye, and nature at his ſeet. 


ch on earth, ſee earth ber tribute bring, 
s Go 's vicegereat and his creature's king 

Dn whom conſerr'd the high deputed ſway, 

ation waits to homage, or obey, | 
While he, who made, alike remov'd from all, 
whout compare his own original ! 


The difference of fituation, abilities, and other pre- 
ves, may be compared to a gradual riſe, or fall + bu! 
eſſence of beings capable, and incapable, of know 
Gon, is different beyond all degrees, an! admits 
Ww compariſon, 


it With regard to man in his preſent Rate of probatiou, 
uation is low; but in the effence of his nature, and 
# kingdom prepared for him, the doriptures give him the 
erence to all that bs created 
F. » 


reach: 
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Above all eſſence, as beyond all name; 
In all things various, yet in all the ſame; 
And whom to liken is but to blaſpheme ! 
Admits no change, nor bears gradation's forms, 
Nor more like angels than he is like worms. 
But as he made, can with his word deſtroy 
The ſparkling cherub, or the ſpangling fly. 
With equal eaſe invert created modes ; 
Make angels reptiles, or thoſe reptiles gods. 
Sole what he is, and all he will or can; 
And all he was, cer yet of old began, 
Or ſtars to ſhine, or ſeaſons to return ; 
E're ſang creation, or its ſons were born. 
Lord over all! Himſelf his firſt regard; 
And whom to worſhip is its own reward, 
The creatures honour and their high employ, 
His will their being, and his ſmile their joy, 
'Tis favor all, that deigns an car o lend; 
While angels proftrate, or archangels bend. 
His height ſupreme, Himſcif alone can tell, 
Aud equal hard to rival as excel, * 
Broad flames of light arobe his radiant feat, . 


Heav'n is his throne, while carth receives his e.“ 
To whom all creatures are as nothing ſeen ; — 
The mountains atoms, and thoſe atoms men, Vi le 


Vain then the hope, and vain the attempt 46 14h Wl þ 
An cqual tribute to unc quad proiie | h. how 
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ith lowly mind, ſclf-empticd all and poor, 
ay aſk in hope, and hoping aſk for more. 
Vith humble faith dire his ardent prayer, 
ſent his wiſhes, or his thanks prefer. 

an harps can ſound, or ſweeps the chorded firing. - 
oy of his fight, and muſic in his cars. 

Who faves the contrite, and reſheaths his ſword, 


once to favor, as to life teſtor 4, 
Who fear his name or tremble at his word. 
More free to offer and more rich to give, 
Iban man to aſk, or aſking, to believe, | 
pride conſeſa, or unbe lieſ conceive. 
Leuch d by his word, they catch the living flame, 
Hang on his croſs, and ſhelter in his name. = 
With faith approv'd, their whole burnt-off* rings lift, 
While flames the altar, and conſumes the gift. 
Hom beav's's bright lamp the hallow'd fire comes 
down, 
vis le r on all, and wraps it to the throne: 

Whore fits om high the Lord of Iracl's hope, 
© Who bare their Gus, now bears their offerings up; 
1% 14h Well pleas'd be ſmiles on what bimnſclf inſpir'd, 

4. land the ſervice that his love requir'd. 


Ys 
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Hail, ſov'ran Goodneſs ! infinite and ſree: 

Thine eye the light, thy ſpan immenſity ! 

Thyſelf thy centre, and creation's ſoul | 

Whoſe vaſt circumf'rence circumſcribes the whole; 
Extends o'er all its penetrating ſway, 

And kindles darkneſs, or puts out the day. 

From whom conceal'd, no ſceret thoughts can riſe, 
Eſcape thy notice, or deccive thine eyes, 

Known ere its birth, known ere in embryo warm 
By words depictur d, or in action form'd : 

Trac'd from its point thy ſpirit marks its courſe, 
Diretts its motion or repels its force. 

To gain ſome end, or fruſtrate ſome deſign, 
Alike thy juſtice, and thy love combine. 
Searcher of hearts! to ihee are equal known 
The minds of millions, as the mind of one. 
Who would not fear, who would not kiſs thy hand 
Fall at thy word, or riſe at its command ? 

Hail, ſov'ran Lord! by all thy works conſeſl 
By angels worſhipp'd, and by ſaints addrefs'd | 
Hail ſov'ran love | myſterious wiſdom, hail | 
In whom the Father, and his ſulneſs dwell! 

In whoa the Godhead, and the man unite, 
Stamp of his form, and glory of his light ! 
Come, and thy two-fold charatier mantain, 
Jehoval's equal, and the child of mas! 
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In whom complete, m thee completed ſhme, 
The Cop incarnate, and the man divine. 


Myſterious truth ! with-held from reaſon's eye : 

Outcaſt on earth ! but wonder of the ſky ! 

Hail, wond'rous Croſs}! and thou more wond- 
'rous He ! | 

That croſs who bore-- Thyſelf its myſtery ! 

And borne for man !----a greater myſt'ry fill; 

But ſuch thy love, and love's myſterious will ! 

Hail, wond'rous chief! who can thy deeds explain ? 
Their cauſe explore, or tell thy love for man ? 
Found in thyſelf, from thee alone it flow d, 

Read in thy death, as written with thy blood. 
That precious blood, that in its mingled fircam, 
our'd life for all thy merit could redeem, 

And this was all, -not one of human kind, 
Who come refus'd, or aſking may not find. 
This far from thee, to ſpurn a hapleſs race, 
Rejet the ſuppliant, or with-hold thy grace. 

Thy grace is his----who aſks in thy great name, 
May alk for all, and with affurance claun 
The puschas' d pardon to believers giv'n, 

[The ſeal of mercy, and the hope of beav'n, 
All conq'ring ſaith, determin'd to endure, 
And make its calling and election ſure ; 


unn... 


% the croſs 44 meant the lufferings of Chr it on the cyols, 
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That firm reſiſts temptation unto blood ; 

Of /elf diveſied and eſpous'd to Go b. 
Lives but for him, who liv'd for this alone, | 
Form of our form, in faſhion of his own, 

That Cob with man might live for ever one [ 

Hail, wond'rous love! ſurpaſſing angels Gght! 
Leſt in its depth, and blinded by its light, 

Hail! thou in whom the wide extremes are ſcen, 
Of Gop Jehovah---and of man with men. 

All hail! in whom concentre all in one: 

Hail all thou art! and all that thou haſt dont 
Unnval'd yet, let all thy works adore ; 
Who died a man, is Cop for evermore ! 

But utterance fails--—our feeble ſpirits faint, 
Nor more thy perſon than thy paſſion paint, 
Supreme in both, in both ſupreme of all ; 
Fountain of life, and love's original ! 
Source of thyſelf, unmade and underiv'd ; 

As (elſ-exiflent, and as (elfſ-deprix'd, 
Conceiv'd and born, was cruciſy'd and dead : 
His creature's offspring, was creation's head. 
Life in himf{clf, 40 take or to refign, 

In cach as mortal, and in cach divine. 

Hail then again -ihy Spirit erics, © All hail!” 
The! worlds deſpair, and all creation fail, 

Yet kind permit, and with thy wonted love, 
Ow weakuels ſpare, nor is thy wiath reprove 
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Our glowing zeal ; but let thy goodneſs hear 
Our filence ſpeak: what, though our tongues forbear, 
Our hearts ſhall muſe, our raptur d wonder feel, 
Our lives expreſs, and life's obedience tell, 
Fix'd on this view, our willing feet ſhall move, 
From carth's attrattion, to our hope above. 
I all thy paths--in all thy precepts tread, 
en, Whate'cr thy life, or written word hath ſaid. 
In meck compliance with thy ſov'ran will: 
la action ſervid, and in ſuffering--fttl, 
L Wating thy call from carth's inglorious ſtrife, 
To living joys, anc heav'n's un-ending life, 
Sweetly compos'd, reſign our parting breath, 
, Anſwer thy ſmile, and hail the tyrant-- Death. 
Launch undiſmay'd beyond the ſolar bound : 
Wah prophets number'd, and with martyrs found. 
Where wait the ſaints, for beiter things prepar'd, 
Their final glory, aud their full reward, 
Our bodies laid on carth's capacious breaſt, 
In peace ſhall lumber, and in hope ſha!! rofl, 
Ill at thy uump we lift our waking cycs, 
Nan from the tomb, and ready for the ſkies, 
Mount all renew'd and as thine own, divine, 
* Our ſhining forms, their kindred ſpirits jour, 
Till chus reflor'd, our rifing bead we mees, 
', Reign on his throne, or proſtrate ad his fect : 


Il 


74 BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 


—— —w—ü—0 J 
In heaven's high dome eternal trophies raiſe, 


Our joy conſummate, and complete our praiſe : 
Till in thy light thy future face we ſee, 


Shine in thy ſtrength, and ſhare thy dignity. 
Abſorb'd behold the ſcene thy love diſplays ; 
Loſt in its beams, and ſhadow'd by its rays. 
The growing wonders ev'ry moment view, 
For ever op'ning----and for ever new ! 


PRESERVATION »y LAND ax» SEA: 


A DIVINE ODE, 


{Avp1508,] 


* 


How we a, es tick, O Los 
5 How ſure is their defence ! 
Eternal Wiſdom is their guide, 
Their help Ommnipotence., 
In foreign realms, and lands remote, 
$upponed by thy care, 


Through buruing climes 1 paſs'd unhurt, 
And breath'd in tainted arr, 


3 


Ye 
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Thy mercy ſweeten'd every foil, 
: Made every region pleale, 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 
And ſmooth'd the Tyrrhene ſcas. 


Think, O my ſoul, devoutly think, 
How with affrighted cyes 

Thou ſaw'ſt the wide extended deep 
In all its horrors riſe ! 


Confuſion dwelt in every face, 

TTY And fear in every heart, 

When waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs 
O'ercame the pilot's art. 


Yet then from all my gricls, O Lose, 
Thy mercy ſet me free, 
Whilit in the confidence of proy's 
t My ſoul took hold on thee ; 


For though in dreadſul whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not flow to bear, 


Nor ampotent 10 fave ; 


The florm was laid, the winds ictar'd, 
Obedient to thy wall ; 
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The ſea, that roar'd at thy command, 

At thy command was fill. 


In midſt of danger, fear, and death, 
Thy goodneſs I'll adore, 

And praiſe thee for thy mercies paſt, 
And humbly hope for more. 


My life, if thou preſerv'ſt my life, 
Thy ſagnhice ſhall be; 

And death, $f death muſt be my doom, 
Shall join my ſoul to thee, 


A SOLILOQUY ons 14s IMMOL 
TALITY or 1s SOUL. 


{Avp1508,) 
—— 


I; mull be fo- - Plato, thou reafon'ht well ! 
Elſe whence this pleafing hope, this fond debire, 
This longing after immonaluy 7 | 
„ whence this ſecres dread, this inward horror 
ON falling 1046 nought ? Why fhirinks the foul 
Back on borfelf, and Rantles at defirutiion ? 
"Tis the Divinuy that ftizs within ws ; | 


«= % = - ww >» ©.) 


10 


lire, 


10 
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Tis Heaven itſelf that points out an hereafter, 

And intimates eternity to man. 

Eternity ! thou pleaſing, dreadful thought 

Through what variety of untry'd being, 

Through what new ſcenes and changes muſt we paſs ! 
The wide, th* unbounded proſpeR lies before me; 
But ſhadows, clouds, and darkneſs reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold, If there's a Pow'r above us, 
{And that there is all nature cries aloud 

Through all her works) He muſt delight in virtue ; 
And that which He delights in, muſt be happy. 


A PARAPHRASE oN ryARkT OF TH 


191u PSALM, 


[Avpi80N,] 


Ts E ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue athereal thy, = 

And ipangled heavens, # ſhining frame, 
Their Great Original proclaim : 

Th! unweaned fun, from day 0 day, 
Does his Creator's power diſplay, | 
And publiſh 10 every land 

Ihe work of an Alaighty hand, 
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Soon as the ev ning ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And nightly to the liſt'ning earth 
| Repeats the ſtory of her birth: 
Whilſt all the lars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
— Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though in ſolemn ſilence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball 
What though no real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ! 
In reaſon's car they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever ſnging as they ſhine, 

** The Hand that made us is Divine,” 


THE xX e PSALM. 


{App15408,] 
—— 
T. E Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with 8 ſhepherd's care : 
His preſence hn wy wants ſupply, 
And guard me with s watchful oye , 


Oy —— — 
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My noon-day walks He ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountains pant ; 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 
My weary wand'ring fleps He leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landſcape flow, 


Though in the paths of death I eread, 
Wich gloomy aorrors overſpread, 

My ftcadfaft heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For Thou, O Lord; ant with me fill; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
Aud guide me through the dreadful ſhade. 


Though in à barc and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds 1 Hay, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wildernels ſhall file, 
With ſudden greens and herbage crow! d 
And flreams ſhall murmur &} around. 
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CARDINAL WOLSEY*s LAMENTATION 
or us FALL. 


[SHAKSPEARE.,] 


F.xwrl. a long ſare wel to all my greatneſi 
This is the flate of man; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope ; to-morrow blofloms, 
And bears his bluſhang honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a froft, a killing froſt, 
And when be thinks, good caſy man, full ſurcly 
His greatneſs is a rip*ning, nips his root: 

And then be falls, as 1 do. I have ventur'd, 
Like lande wanton boys that ſwim on bladders, 
Theſe many ſummers, in a fea of glory, 
But far beyond my depth : wy high-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has leit me, 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude firceam, which muſt for ever hide me, 
Vein pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye: 
I fed wy been newoprn'd, O how richt 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes' favours! 
There #s, berwint that fn which we afpre ©, 
| That went regard of princes and our ruin, 
Mare pangs and fears than wat and women kno, 
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110% ad when he falls, be falls like Lucifer, | 


Never to hope again. 
11, I did not think to ſhed a tear 
b all my miſeries ; but thou haſt forc'd me, 
Dm of thy honeſt truth, to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
but my fall, and that which ruin'd me, 
ad when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, 
fleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
I me muſt more be heard : ſay then, I taught the+ 
bay, Wolſey, that once rode the waves of glory, 
And ſounded all the depths and ſboals of honour, 
Found thee a way, out of this wreck, to zie in; 
lure and Cafe one, though thy maſter mils'd it, 
ell, charge thee, throw away ambition ; 
y that fin fell the angels; how can man then 
be image of his Maker) hope to win by%t? 
we thy{clf laſt ; cheriſh thoſe hearts that wait ther 
wmuption wins not more than honefty. 
Min thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
0 Hence envious tongues, Be juft, and fear 14 
L all the ends thou aum at, be thy country's, 
WGoD's, and wath's: then if thou fall'h, 00 
Cromwell, 
lhe fall f 2 bidfled martyr, Serve the king; 
d, prithec, lead mic iownrorrrnrre 

* 
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There take an inventory of all I have, 

To the laſt penny, 'tis the king's, My robe, 
And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I now dare call my own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but ſerv'd my God with half the zeal 

I ferv'd my king, He would not in my age 

Have left me naked to mine enemies, 


THE MAN OF ROSS. 
Port.] 


B UT all our praiſes why ſhould lords engt. 
Riſe, honeſt muſe ! and fing the man of Roſs : 
Pleas'd Vaga echoes through her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe c ſounds. 
Who hung with woods von mountain's ſultry bros 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow 7 
Not to the flies im ulelefs colomns rot, 

Or in proud falls magnificently loft, 

But clear and wrileſs pouring through the pla: 
Henle to the fick, and folace o the Canin, 
pos. caulway parts the vale with lady 100 
Whole feats the weary traveller ri pale ” 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 83 


EY 
Whe feeds yon alms-houſe, neat, but void of Nate, 
Vhere age and want fit ſmiling at the gate ? 

'ho taught that heav'n-direfted ſpire to riſe ? 

ie Man of Roſs, each liſping babe replies. 

hold the market-place with poor o'crſpread!1 

Man of Roſs divides the weekly bread : 

im portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphans, bleſt, 
he young who labour, and the old who reft. 

zany fick ? The Man of Roſs relieves, 

eferibes, attends, the med'cine takes and gives: 

$ there a variance ? Enter but his door, 


K Malk d are the courtr, and conteſt is no more. 
deſpairing quacks with curſes fled the place, 
ad vile attormes, now an uſeleſs race. 

' Thrice happy man ! enabled to purſue 
1 What all fo with, but want the pow'r to 0. 


O fay, what ſums that gen'rous hand ſupply * 

; What mines to ſwell that boundleſs charity? 

W debts and taxes, wile or children clear, 

hu man poſſcls'd——fve hundred pounds a ye! 

ith grandeur, bluſh ; proud courts, withdraw + 4.44 
blaze: 

It little flars ! hide your diminiſh'd rays. 

+ And what No monument, inſcription, en 
' His race, his form, bis name almoft unknown 7 
ho builds a church to Gov, and not to fame 
Wil never mark the marble with his name 

7 
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On PROVIDENCE. 


nnn. 


His wonders to perform, 
He plants his footſteps in the ſea, 
And rides upon the ſtorm. 


Deep in unfathomable mincs 
Of neverdailing ſkill, 
He treaſures up his bright deſigns, 


Ye feeble ſaints freſh courage take ; 
The clouds ye fo much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 

In bleſſings on your head. 


Judge not the Lo# » by feeble ſenſe, 


But eruft him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowmng Providence 
He hades a imiling face. 


The bud may have a bitter 1afir, 
But w 411 % fame] the How: 


Bl; 
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Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 

And ſcan his work in vain; 
God » his own Interpreter, 

And he ſhall make it plain. 


On THE WORDS: 


If thou knewsft who it ts, Sc, 


Ar Jacob's well a Stranger fought 
His ardent thirſt to clear; 

damaina's daughter little thought 
The ros Tit fo new, 

This had fic known, ber panting mind 


9 


For 11\ NG babes had ligh'd; 


Nor had Meſhah ever kind, 
Thole living draughts deny'd, 
And Jacob's well (ao glaſs fo trut 
Bruanns's image lhows ; 
Mofa wavels Bruam through, 
Bui who the Stranger knows? 
Yet Brizain mull the Stranger kaow, 
, fawn hor lots deplore, 
Echold the living walls flow, 
Come drink, and thirft no marc ! 
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE 


[GCoros uit.) 


8 WEET Auburn, lovlieſt village of the plan, 
Where health and plenty chear'd the lab'ring ſwais, 
Where ſmiling ſpring its carlieft viſit paid, 

And parting ſummer's lingering bloom dclay'd, 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and caſe, 

Scats of my youth, when ev'ry ſport could pleaſe 
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 

Where humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene ; 
How often have I paus'd on every charm, 

The ſheler'd cot, the cyltivated farm, 

The never-4ailing brook, the buſy mill, 

The decent church that topt the neighb'nng bill, 
The hawthorn buſh with ſeats beneath the (lade, 
For talking age and whilp'ring lovers made, 


Sweet funiling village, Joviieſt of the Jaws, 
Thy ſports arc fled, and off thy charms withdio 
Amidit thy bow'rs, the ty rant s hand is ln, 
And defolation ſaddens all thy green ; 
Our ouly maſter graſp» the whole domain, 
Aud half 3 tillage fans thy Laing plan 5 


, 


pleaſe 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 87 


— — CC ES 
No more thy glaſſy brook reflects the day, 


But choak'd with ſedges, works its weedy way ; 
Along thy glades a ſolitary gueſt 

The hollow ſounding bittern guards its neſt: 
Amidſt thy deſert walks the lapwing flies, 

And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries, 

Sunk are thy bow'rs in ſhapeleſs ruin all, 

And the long graſs o'ertops the mould'ring wall, 
And trembling, ſhrinking from the ſpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 


Ill fares the land, to haſt'ning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay: 
Pances and lords may floutiſh, or may fade : 

A breath can make them, as # breath has made ; 
But a bold peaſamry, their country's pride, 
When once deftroy'd, can never be ſupply d. 


A ume there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When ev'ry rood of ground mantain'd its man; 
tor law light labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore, 
Jul gave what life requir'd, but gave no more, 
His beſt companions, innocence and health ; 
Aud bus beft niches, ignorance af wealth, 


But races are alter'd ; lade s unc lng train 
Uiurp the land and dipl the fwamn ; 


2 — & - 
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Along the lawn, where ſcatter d hamlets roſe, 
Unweildy wealth, and cumb'rous pomp repoſe; 
And ev*ry want to luxury ally'd, 

And ev'ry pang that folly pays to pride. 

Thoſe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thoſe calm defires that aſk' d but little room, 
Thoſe healthful ſports that grac'd the peaceful {con 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green ; 
Theſe, far departing, ſeck a kinder ſhore, 

And rural mirth and manners are no more. 


Sweet Auburn! perent of the bliſsful how, 
Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's power. 
Here as I take my ſolitary rounds, | 
Amid thy tanghng walks, thy ruin'd ground, 
And many a year claps'd, return to vicw 
Where once the cottage flood, the hawthorn gies 
Here, as with doubtful, penfive fle ps I range, 
Trace ev'ry ſcene, and wonder at the change, 
Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 
Swell» at my breaſt, and turns the pail 40 Pe 


In all my wand'rings round this world of carr, 
lo all wy gricfs--and Cob has ge u wy ſhare 
J ll had hopes, my latch bows to crown, 
Anal thele humble bow'ss 10 lay mic hows ; 


$11, 
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[ fil! had hopes, my long vexations paſt, * 
Here to return——and dic at home at laſt. 


O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline. 
Retreats From care, that never muſt be mane ! 
How bleſt is he who crowns in ſhades like theſe, 
4 youth of labour with an age of peace ; 

Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 
And Gnce tis hard to combat, learns to fly. 

For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Laplore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 
No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty fate, 

To ſpurn 4mplorning famine from his gatc ; 

But on be moves to mect his latter end, 

Angels around befrieuding virtue's friend : 

wales to the grave with unpercerv'd decay, 

While rehgnation gently Hopes the o, 

And, all his profpetts bright wang to the laſt, 


Has heav'n Commences ere the world be paſt! 


Sweet was the found, when oft at c inge cole, 
Up vonder hall the village mut uu role ; 
There, as 1 pal, d with carchels Reps and flow, 
The minghng notes came lotecn'd from bolow , 
The (wan reſpoutive as the milk-mard Tung ; 
Ihr loben herd that low's 16 mort them young 4 
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The noiſy geeſe that gabbled o'er the pool, 

The playful children juſt let looſe from ſchool; 

The watch dog's voice that bay'd the whiſy'rin 
wind, 

Theſe all in ſoft confuſion ſought the ſhade, 

And fllV'd each pauſe the nightingale had made. 

But now the ſounds of population fail, 

No chearful murmurs fluQtuate in the galc 

No buſy Reps the graſs-grown footway tread, 

But all the bloomy fluſh of life is fled. 

All but yon widow'd, ſolitary thing, 

That feebly bends beſide the plaſhy ſpring: 

She, wreiched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread, 

To firip the brook with mantling crefles ſpread, 

To pick her wintry ſaggot from the thorn, 

To ſeck her nightly ſhed, and weep till morn; 

She only left of all the barmlcis train, 


Near vonder copſe, where once the garden laid 
Avid fill were many a garden flow's grows wild; 
There, where a ſew torn ſhrubs the place dit lle. 
The village preacher's modeſt manhon role, 

A man be was to all the country dear, 

Aud palſſhag rich with forty pounds 2 year ; 
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Remote from towns he ran his godly race, | 

Nor er had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to change his place; 

Unſkilful be to fawn, or ſeek for power, 

y doftrines faſhion'd to the varying hour; 

Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 

More bent to raiſe the wretched, than to riſe. 

de. n, houſe was known to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'rings, but rehev'd their pain; 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 

| Wy hoſe beard deſcending, ſwept his aged breaſt ; 
The ruin'd ſpendthriſt, now no longer proud, 
Clum'd kindred there, and had his claim allow'd ; 
Phe broken ſoldier kindly bade to flay, 

cad, WY Sat by his fire, and talk d the night away; 

. Wept o'er bis wounds, 01 tales of ſorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew d how fields wer: 

's won. 

Peas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 

aud quite forgot hanf vaces in their wor ; 

Carcleſe then merits or thew faults to loan, 

Has pity gave ere charty began, 


Thus to relieve the wreiched was b > pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean'd wo vartur's fide ; 
But in bis duty prompt at %%% call, 
He watch'd and wept, be prov'd and felt, far ith 
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To tempt his new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies; 
He try'd cach art, reprov'd cach dull delay, 

Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 


— — 


Be ſde the bed where parting life was laid, 
And forrow, guilt, and pains, by turns diſmay'd: 
The rev'rend champion flood, At his controul, 
Deſpair and anguiſh fled the flruggling ſoul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch 10 relle. 
And his laſt fault“ ring accents whiſper'd prale. 


At church, with meck and unaflctted grace, 
Has looks adorn'd the venerable place : 
"1 ruth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, 
And fools, who came 10 fcoff, remain'd 10 b. 
The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, 
With ready zeal, dach honeſt ruſtic ran; 
Ev'n children follow'd with endearing wail, 
Aud pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's ld . Þ 
His ready (mile a parent's warmth exprels'd, | ka 
Ther wellare pleas'd ham, and then cares diftiels © bu argu 
To them bus beat, bis love, bis griefs were gn . 
But all bis ſerious thoughts had reft in heas's. ens 
As fome tall chff that bifis 415 ul form, 
Dell, from the vale, and midway Leaves the flown _— 


The vin 
1vas C 
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* round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſpread, 
ſunſhine ſettles on its head, 


Beſide von firazgling ſence that ſkirts the wav. 
Wah bloſſom'd furze, unprofnably gay; 

here, in his noiſy manſon (kill'd to rule, 

be village maſter taught his little ſchool : 

f man ſevere he was, and fern to view, 

I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 

Vell had the boding tremblers learn d to trace 


"I The day's difafters in his mormng face ; 

Full well they laugh'd with courertencd glee, 
„ Mk all bis gokes, for many 2 joke had be; 

Full well the buſy whiſper carchng round, 
TH Convey'd the difenal rrdangs when be frow:n'd, 
van, Ya be was kind, or if ſevere in aught, 


The love he bore 16 Ie A si was 16 fault; 
The village all det lr d how much be knew , 
Tva certain be could wine and eyphy 00; 
\ (ule, Lands be could moature, 1rrms and tides profage, 
ene the flary zan that be could guage 
l by aguwing 469, the parton own'd by fall, 
NY bor 4 though vanguith'd, be could 418 Mil; 
While words of Jearned length, and thund'ron; 
lound, 
Loc: Amal the paring 11a 1arig'd around ; 


2 . e ee len * 


But paſs'd is all his fame. The very ſpot 


_ The cheſt, contriv'd a double debt to pay, 


— While broken ten- cups, wilely kept for ſhow, 
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And till they gas d, and ſlill the wonder grew, 
That one ſmall head could carry all he knew 


Where many a time he trumph'd, 1s forgot, ke foul ; 
ghtly th 
inenvy'd 
ut the lo 
ah all 1 
(theſe, 


he toilin 


Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the ſigu - poſt caught the paſling eve, 
Low lies that houſe where nut-brown draught 

inſpir'd, | 
Where honeſt ſwains and ſmiling toil retir'd ; 
Where village-ſtateſmen tall d with looks prolouns, 
And news much older than their ale went round, 
Imagination fondly floops to trace 
The parlour ſplendors of that feſtive place; 
The white-waſh'd wall, the nicely - ſanded floor, 
The varnifh'd clock that chick'd behind the doo 


Ind, ed 


be heart 


Ye frie: 
be mich 
In your! 
TWEEN 1 
A bed by night, a cheſt of drawers by day; 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and ulc, 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goolr, 
The hearth, excep4 when winter chill'd the day, 
With aſpen boughs, and flow'rs, and fennel gay. 


roud | we 
« ſhow 
loards, « 
ud nch 

ef count 
hat leav 
at fo ch 
«es up 


er (a 


Rang'd o'er the chimney, glillen'd in a row, | 


Yes! let the rich deride, the proud diſdain. 
Theſe ſimple bleſſings of the lowly train, 


Pay {aw 
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0 me more dear, congenial to my heart, 

Noe native charm than all the gloſs of art; 

zontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 

he ſoul adopts, and owns their firft-born ſwav ; 

ghely they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 

gh, neavy'd, unmoleſted, unconſin'd. 

eye, ut the long pomp, the midnight maſquerade. 

raught nn all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
ntheſe, ere triflers half their with obtain, 

; he coiling pleaſure fickers into pain; 

ofound, Bd, cn while faſhion's brighteſt arms decoy, 

anc. Wc heart diftruſting, aſks if this be joy, 


Ye friends to truth, ye flateſmen who ſurvey 

he ieh man's joys increaſe, the poor's decay, 

[is your's to judge how wide the limits Band 

cen ſplendid and a happy land, 

aud (wells the tide with loads of frexghted n 
A ſhouting Folly hails them from ber ſhore ; 

ole, lords, cen beyond the miler's with abound, 


da\, ud nch men flock from all the world around 
pay " (Ount Gus gains ; this wealth is but © nam: 
C wat leaves our uſeful produtts fill the fame. 


«t fo the loſs : the man of wealth and pride, 
es up # ſpace that many poar Tupphicd; 

I, we for bis Lake, bis park's extended bound: 
pc tor his hurts, equipaye, and hands j 
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The robe that wraps his limbs in ſilken floth, 
Has robb'd the neighb'ring fields of half their growh 
His ſeat, where ſolitary ſports are ſcen, 
Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green; 
Around the world each needful produRt flies, 
For all the luxuries the worid ſupplies. 
While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all 


In barren ſplendor feebly waits the fall, 

As ſome fair female, unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupphics, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes: 
But when thoſe charms are paſt, for charms are (ral 
When time advances, and when lovers ſail, 
She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, 

In all the glaring impotence of dreſs, 

Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 
In nature's Gimpleſt charms at frft array d, 
But verging to decline, its ſplendors ric, 
Its viſtas irike, uts palaces ſurprize ; 
While, ſcourg'd by famine from the {miling aud, 
The mournſul pcaſant leads bis humble band; 
And while he finks, without one arm to fave, 
| The country blooms——4 garden and a grave. 


Where then, ab where ſhall poverty rebde, 
To ſcape the preflure of contiguous pride * 
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io ſome common's ſenceleſs limits ftray'd, 
lie drives his flock to pick the ſcanty blade, 
ſenceleſe fields the ſons of wealth divide, 
nd ev'n the bare-worn common is deny'd. 


$, 

If the city ſped, what waits him there ? 
| ofee profuſion that he muſt not ſhare ; 

o ſee ten thouſand baneful arts combin'd 
o pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
vi o fee esch joy the ſons of pleaſure know, 

Exoned from his fellow-creature's woe. 

. 
ge here the pale artiſt plies the ſickly trade; 


Here, while the proud their bong-drav n pomp diſplay. 
ue the black gibbet glooms beſide the way, 
The dome where pleaſure holds her midriight rcig-, 
Here, richly deck*d, admins the gorgeous train; 
umnultuwous grandeur crowds the blaring ſquare, 
he ratthng chanonrs claſh, the torches glare : 

Pur ſcenes like theſe no troublcs c'ct annoy | 

ue thele denote one univerlal joy ! 

t theſe thy ſerious thoughts - Ab, dnn thine eye; 


Won, pribaps, in village plenty ed. 
dc, et locks the cortage might adorn, 


beat 5 the prumrote peeps beurath the thor: 
CG 
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Now loſt to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer's door ſhe lays her head, 

And, pinch'd with cold, and ſhrinking from « 
ſhow'r, 

With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 

When idly firſt, ambitious of the town, 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown, 


—— — 


Do thine, fair Auburn, thine, the loviick trait, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 
Ev'n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
At poor men's doors they aſk a little bread | 


Ah no. To diſtant climes, a dreary ſcene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
To torrid trafls with fainting eps they £0, 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe, 
Far diff rent there from all that charm'd Lefore, 
The various terrors of that horrid ſhore, 
Thoſe blazing ſuns that dart a downward ray, 


Aud hercely ſhed intolerable day; 
3h Thole matted woods where birds forget 10 ling, 
1 But filent Bats in drowſy cluſters cling ; 
i | Thoſe pois'nous ficlds with rank luxunance crown? 
13 Where the dark fcorpion gathers death around : 
1 = Where at cach flep the ranger fears 40 wake 


[ i The rattling tore of rhe 'vengeful fnake; 
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Where crouching tygers wait their hapleſs prey, 
| avage men more murd'rous ſtill than they; 
Vhile oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 

ngling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies. 

xr different theſe from ev'ry former ſcene, 
cooling brook, the graſſy veſted green, 
breezy covert of the warbling grove, 

a only ſhelter'd thefts of harmleſs love. 


bood heaven! what ſorrows gloom'd that parting 
day, 


a bat call'd them from their native walks away ; 
ben the poor exiles, ev'ry pleaſure paſt, 

. ung round their bow'rs, and fondly look'd their laſt, 

0 took 2 long farewel, and wiſh'd in vain 
« leats like theſe bryond the weſtern main; 

ſhudd'ring fill to face the diftam deep, 

* 'd and wept, and fhill teturu'd to weep; 
be good old fire, that firft prepared 10 go 

1 v new found worlds, and wept for other's wor ; 
u for himſelf, in conſcious virtue brave, 

Gag, t only with'd for worlds beyond the grave. 
lovely daughter, loviier in ber tears, 

ot ond companien of bis belpleſs years, 

W's neu went next, negleftful of ber charms, 

ke Welt a Jover's for hor father's ns. 


CG v 
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With louder plains the mother {poke ber wor, 
And bleſt the cot where ev*ry pleaſure roſe: 
And kils'd her thought'eſs babes with many 2 i, 
And claſp'd them cloſe, in forrow doubly dew: 
Whilſt her fond huſband ſtrove to lend relief 
In all che decent manlineſs of grief. 


O luxury! thou curſt by heaven's decree, 
How ill exchang'd are things like theſe for ther 
Diffuſe their pleaſures only to deſtroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to fickly greatneſs grow, 
Boaſt of a florid vigor not their own, 

A bloated mals of rank unwoildy wor: 
Till ſapp'd their firength, and ev'rv pant unlout 
Down, down they fink, and ſpread a rum ron! 


Ex'n now the devaliation is begun, 
Aud half the bus'ncls of defiruttion don , 
En now, methinks, as pond'cing here 1 flaul 
I fec the rural vartwes Leave the Land, 
Down where you anch*ring vellcls ſpread the ta 
1Jhat idly warn, flaps wath every gate, 
Iownward they move, » mAanchaly band, 
Pas low the hore, and darken of the fraud, 
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ud paety with wiſhes plac'd above, 

ficady loyalty, and faithful love. 

ad thou, ſweet Poetry, thou loviieſt maid, 

ll &ff to fly where ſenſual joys invade ; 

ve in theſe denen rate times of ſhame, 

6 cach the heart, or firike for honeſt ſame; 

wr charming nymph, neglefted and decry'd, 
hame im crowds, my ſolitary pride. 

hun fource of all my bliſs, and all my woe, 

but fownd'ft me pour at firſt, and keep'it me (o; 

bou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 

* auric of ev'ry virtue, fare thee well. 

| and O, where'er thy voice be try'd, 

| Torne's chiffs, or Pambamarcs's fide, 

W wancs wraps the polar world in ſnow, 

d bet thy vorce prevauling over time, 

peels the rigors of ih u, le ent clume ; 
fghied ruth with thy porfuabve firain; 

Kath cite meas tw ſpurn the rage of gain: 

#% ha that fates of native firength polled, 

| very poor, may fl] be very blen; 

ba wade”'s proud cranpure hafles to fwift decay, 

Ka Iworps the labor'd mole awny ; 

ule le- t du power can tame defy, 

$otks e des billows and the bby. 


. 102 BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 


FOUR ELEGIES; 


DESCRIPTIVE axDvd MORAL 


(ScorTt,] 


t 


Written at the Ar yroacu Seis. 


Sem winter hence with all his train ic 
And chearful {kies and hmpid fireams are fern ; 

Thick-{proutng foliage decorates the groves ; 
Reviving herbage robes the Gelds in green, 


Yet loviier ſcenes ſhall crown th advancing you, 
When blooming ſpring's full bounty is dilplay! 

The ſmile of beauty ev'ry vale hall wear; 
The voice of ſong enliven ev'ry ſhade, 


O fancy, paint act coming days dad fair! 
Ole far the profpetts prightly Ma v fhould yi 
Rain-pounng clouds have darken'd all the ar, 
Or lnows uwnumedly whitcy'd t the fl 


4 
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hould kind ſpring her wonted bounty ſhow'r, 
The ſmile of beauty and the voice of ſong ; 
gloomy thought the human mind o'erpow'r, 


1 En vernal hours glide unenjoy'd along, 


fun the ſcenes where madd' ning paſhon raves, 
Where pride and folly high dominion hold, 

d unrelenting avarice drives her ſlaves 

Oer proſtrate virtue in purſuit of gold; 


be grafſy lane, the wood - ſurrounded field, 

The rude lone ſence with fragrant wall-flow'rs gay, 
* clay - built cot, to me more pleaſure yield 

Than all the pomp imperial domes diſplay: 


*. 


ad yet cen here amid theſe ſccret ſhades, 
Theſe ſimple ſcenes of unreprov'd delight, 
hors ton hand my breaſt invades, 

And death's dread dart is ever in my fight. 


lle genial ſuns to genial ſhow'rs ſucceed ; 
The air all mildacls, and the carth all bloom 
le herds and flocks range ſportive o'er the mead, 
op the ſweet herb, and ſnuff the rich perfume ; 


Why alen to hapleſs man deny d 
Towfte the blifs f, 191 beings boaſt 7 


wi, 
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His few ſhort hours on earth's delightful coal 


Ah ceaſe———10 more of Providence complain ? 
'Tis ſenſe of guilt that wakes the mind to wor, 
Gives force to fear, adds energy to pain, 
And palls each joy by bean indulg'd below 


Why elſe the ſmiling infant-train fo bleſt, 
Etc dear-bought knowledge ends the prace with, 
Or wild defive inflames the youthſul breaft, 
Or ill propenfion ripens into fin ? 


As 10 the bleating tenants of the ficld, 
As to the ſportive warblers on the cs, 

To them their joys fincere the ſcaſom yield, 
And all their days and all their profpetts pleaſe, 


Where on MAN 51s banks 1 liv'd immur's, 
The ucw blows fGelds that breath'd s thouſand (wer 
To $Us « 1's wood-crown'd bills wy Reps albert 


O hoppy hows, beyond recor'ry fied | 
What hare 1 now # that can your los repay,” 
While % my mind their glooms of thougt # 
{pr1ced, | 
Aud veil the light ff Ic meridian roy # 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 105 


there no power this darkneſs to remove? 

The long-loſt joys of Eve x to reſtore ? 

niſe our views to happier ſeats above, 

in? Where fear and pain and death ſhall be no more ? 


&s, thoſe there are who know a Savious's love 
The long-loſt joys of EUHN can reſtore, 
raiſe their views to happier ſeats above, 
Where fear, and pain, and death, ſhall be no more. 


grateful ſhare the gift of nature's hand ; 
And in the varied ſcenes that round them ſhine, 
fair, the rich, «he awful, and the grand) 
Admire th' amazing workmanſhip divine, 
not a flow'ret in ch“ cnamell'd vale, 

Shines not a pebble where the riv let trays, 

is not an inſett on the ſpicy gale, 
Su claims their wonder and excutcs their praiſe, 


w them cen vernal nature looks more gay, 
For them more lively hucs the fields adorn ; 
v them more fair the faireſt fanile of day, 
| To them wore ſweet the ſweeteſt breath of morn, 


bey fee] the Wits that hope and faith ſupply ; 
| They paſs ſerene ih appointed hours that bring 
. day that walts them 40 the realms on high, 

The day that centers in eternal Spring, 


. 


1 . 
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Written in the Hor Suunt , 1757. 


ern 1 
The ſultry breeze glides faintly oer the plang, 

The dazzling ether herce and fiercer glows, 
And human nature ſcarce its rage ſuſtains, 


Now ſlill and vacant 15 the duily flrcet, 
And fill and vacamt where yon ficlds extend, 
Save where thoſe ſwains, oppreft with toil and ba 
The grafly harveſt of the mcad attend. 


Loſt is the lively aſpeft of the ground, 
Low ave the ſprings, the reedy duches dry ; 
No verdant ſpot in all the vale is found, 
Save what you flrcam's waſailing flores upp. Wt, 44g . 


Where arc the leu is that made the garden gov ia freq 
Where is their beauty, where their fragrance e And 1 

Their ens relax, Toft fall their leaves awar, 
They fade and mingle with their dufly bot: 


All but the natives of the 1ornid 4 nr, 
What Ar t wilds, ar Pr 5 1s Golds dilrt 
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d with a clime that imitates their own, | 
They lovlier bloom beneath the parching ray. 
7. There is wild nature's heart - teviving ſong, 

That fill'd in genial ſpring the verdant bow'rs P 
nt in gloomy woods the feather'd throng 

Pine thro this long, long courſe of ſultry hours. 


here is the dream of bliſs by Summer brought? 
The walk along the rivlet-water'd vale ? 

held with verdure clad, with fragrance fraught, 
. WY The fun mild-beaming, and the fanning gale ? 
d bez 

The weary ſoul imagination chears, 
Her pleaſing colours paint the future gay ; 

Ime palles on, the truth itſelf appears, 
The pleaſing colours inſtant fade away : - 


in Gf rent ſcaſons diff rent joys we place, 
Aud theſe ſhall Spring ſupply, and Summer thelr , 

Ia frequent Rorms the bloom of Spring defac, 

And lummer icarcely brings a day 10 pleaſe. 


O for ſome ſecret, ſhady, cul receſs | 
| Some gothic dome &fcerbung with darkfome 116 1, 
Where thick damp walls this raging beat reprets, 

Where the long alle invites the lacy bresse- 
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Far more than this the wand' ring Ax An feels; 

Far more the Ix D1ax in Cotlu uns“ land, 
While Pharbus o'cr him rolls his fiery wheels: 


Far more the ſenſible of mind fuſtains, 

Rack'd with the poignant pangs of fear or ſhame; 

The hopeleſs lover, bound in beauty's chains, 
And he, whom envy robs of hard-carn'd fame: 


He, who a father or a mother mourns, 
Or lovely conſort loſt in carly bloom : 
He, whom the dreaded rage of fever burns, 
Or flow diſcaſe leads ling'ring to the tomb. 


Left man ſhould fink beneath the preſent pai: ; 
Left man ſhould triumph in the preſent joy; 
For him th* unvarying ** laws of Heaven ordain 

Hope in his ills, and 0 his bliſs alloy. 


Fierce and oppreflive is the ſun we ſhare, 
Vet not wnulciul do our humid foil ; 

Hence hell our frums a richer flavour bear, 
Hence thall our plains with riper harveſts (nul; 


K. He and be comtent--{o1 mankind's good 
Hoav's gives the due degrees of drought or 14; 
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motrow ceaſeleſs ſhow'rs may ſwell the Rood, 
Nor ſoon yon ſun riſe blazing fierce again: 


eels: Nen now behold the grateful change at hand, 
Hark, in the eaſt loud bluſt'ring gales ariſe ; 
ide, and more wide the dark'ning clouds expand, 
And diſtant light'nings flaſh along the ſkies. 


O in the awful concert of the ſtorm, 

While hail and rain, and wind and thunder join 
Let the Great Ruler's praiſe my ſong inform, 

Let wonder, rev'rence, gratitude, be mine. 


5 — —— 
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15 Written in HarvesT, 


F axewe the pleaſant violet-ſcented ſhade, 
The primros'd hill, and daiſy-mantled mead, 

The furrow'd land with ſpringing corn array'd, 
The ſunny wall with bloomy branches ſpread ; 


+ (mule WFarewel the bow'r with bluſhing roſes gay, 
Farewel the fragrant treſoil-purpled held; 
 Wfacvcl the walk through rows of new-mown hay, 
„ When ev ning breezes mingled odours yield; 
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Fare wel to theſe : — now round the lonely far, 
Where jocund plenty deigns to fix her ſeat ; 
Th' autumnal landſcape, op'ning all its charms, 

Declares kind nature's annual work complex. 


In diff rent parts what diff rent views delight, 
Where on neat ridges waves the golden grain; 

Or where the bearded barley, dazzling white, 
Spreads o'er the ſleepy flope or wide champain. , ho? ne 


| Roſe the 
The ſmile of morning gleams along the hills, 1 the b 
And wakeſul labour calls her ſons abroad; purſu'd 


They leave with chearſul looks their lowly vills, 
And bid the fields reſign their ripen'd load. 


To various taſks addreſs the ruſtic band, 
And here the ſcythe, and there the fickle wield; 
Or rear the new-bound ſheaves along the land; 


Or range in heaps the produce of the held, 


Some build the ſhocks, ſome load the ſpacious wan 
Some lead 40 fhelt'ring barns the fragrant corn; 

Some form tall ricks, that tow'ring o'er the plains, 
For many a mile the rural yards adorn. 


TY incloſure gates thrown open all around, 
The fiubble's propled by the gleaning throng. 
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e ractling car with verdant branches crown'd, 
And joyful ſwains that raiſe the clam'rous ſong, 


on mark glad harveſt oer. Ve rural lords 

Whoſe wide domains o'er ALB10N's ifle extend, 
unk whoſe kind hand your annual wealth affords, 
And bid to Heav'n your grateful praiſe aſcend. 


or tho* no giſt ſpontaneous of the ground 

Roſe theſe fair crops that made your vallies ſmile, 
ho' the blithe youth of ev'ry hamlet round, 

Purſy'd for theſe thro' many a day their toil ; 


et what avail your labours or your cares ? 
Can all your labours, all your cares ſupply 
| ght ſuns, or ſoft'ning ſhow'rs, or tepid airs, 
wield; BY Or one indulgent influence of the (ky ? 


Providence decrees that we obtain 

With tail, each blefling deſlin'd to our ulc ; 
ut means to teach us that our 104] is vain, 
9; e the bounty of his hand refuſe, 


& ALv10N, blame not what thy crime demands, 
While this ſad truth the bluſhing mule betrays, 
lore frequent echoes o'er thy harveſt lands 
Ihe voice of riot than the voice of praile, 
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Prolific tho' thy Gelds, a and mild thy clime, 

Know realms once fam'd for fields and climes {x 
Have fell the prey of famine, war, and time, 
And now no ſemblance of their glory bear. 


— 


Aſk PALtsTIXE, proud As14's early boaſl, 
Where now the groves that pour'd her wine and 
Where the fair towns that crown'd her wealthy c 
Where the glad ſwains that till'd her fertile foil 


Aſk, and behold, and mourn her hapleſs fall; 
Where roſe fair towns, where wav'd the golden 2 

Thrown on the naked rock and mould'ring wall, 
Pale want and ruin hold their dreary reign, 


Where Joxpax's vallics ſmil'd in living green, 
Where $nan0x's flow'rs diſclos'd their v 
hues ; 
The wand'ring pilgrim views the alter'd ſcene, 
And drops the tear of pity as he views, 


Aſk GCN, mourning o'er her ruin'd town 

Where now the proſpefis charm'd her bardsofdl 
Her corn-clad mountains, and elyſian bow'ss; 
And {Iver rams thro” fragrant meadows 0 
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here freedom's praiſe along the vale was heard, 
And town to town feturn'd the fav'rite ſound ; 
lere patriot-war her awful ſlandard rear'd, 

And brav'd the millions Px x 514 pour'd around; 
ne freedom's praiſe no more the valley cheers, 
There patriot-war no more her banner waves ; 


x bard, nor ſage, nor martial chief appears, 
But fern barbarians rule a land of flaves, 


mighty realms are ſuch the poor remains, 

Of mighty realms that fell when mad with po 
y lur'd each vice tc revel on their plains ; 

Lach monſter doom'd their offspring to devour ! 


ALB10N! wouldfi thou ſhun their mournſul fates 
To ſhun their ſollies and their crimes be thine ; 

d woo to linger in thy fair retreats, 

The radiant Virtues, progeny divine! 


git Truth, the nobleſt of the ſacred band, 

dwcet Peace, whoſe brow no ruffling frown delor ms 
' Charity, with ever open hand, 

And Courage, ſmiling *midft a thouſand 17 


halle o grace our Ile, ye lovely train; 

may the Pow's whole band at! bel ng yields, 
we her fam'd glories ever 10 #emains, 

Aud crown with 4 wel wialth hes leughing held 
H 


114 BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 


—— 


. — 


SaaS T 7 
Written at the Approach of Wix rr 


11366 
The bleak nonth-eaſt wind lays the foreſt bar, 

The fruit ungather'd quits the naked ſpray, 
And dreary Winter reigns o'er earth and air. 


No mark of vegetable life is ſeen, 
No bird to bird repeats his tuneful call; 
Save the dark leaves of ſome rude evergreen, 
Save the lone red-breaft on the moſs-grown wil 


Where are the ſprightly ſcenes by Spring ſuppli'l, 
The May-flower'd hedges ſceming ev'ry breeze; 
The white flocks ſcatt'ring o'cr the mountain fide, 
The woodlark warbling on the blooming ucts 


Where is gay Summer's ſporiuve inſe tt cram, 
That in green fields on painted pinions play'd' 

The herd at morn wide-paſiuring o'cr the plan, 
Or throng'd at noon-tide in the willow'd ad 


Where is brown Autumn's ev*ning, mild and f 
What time the ripen'd corn freſh fragrance v 

What time the village peoples all the ball, 
And loud ſhouts echo o'r the harvet arty 
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o former ſcenes our fancy thus returns, 

To former ſcenes that little pleas'd when here 
Winter chills us, and our Summer burns, 
Yet we diſlike the changes of the year. 


Where In IAN ſtreams thro! green ſavannah» 
flow; | 
bid new fruits ripen, and new flow'rets blow. 


a trath theſe fairer happier lands ſurvey, 

There half the year deſcends in wat'ry forme, 
nature ſickens in the blaze of day, 

And one brown hue the ſun-burnt plain deform: 


oft as toiling in the maizy he Ide, 
O home ward paſling on the ſhadeleſs way, 
jojleſs life the weary lab'rer yields, 

Aud iuſlant drops beneath the deathſul ray. 


bo dreams of nature free from nature's lie 
Who dreams of conſtant happineſs below / 

be hope-lluſh'd em'rer on the Rage of life ; 

Ihe youth u knowledge unchallis'd by wor 


W me, long toi d on many 4 weary road, 
Led by falſe hope in fearch of mary 6 jo: 
„ 
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I find in earth's bleak clime no bleſt abode, 
No place, no ſeaſon ſacred from annoy. 


For me, while Winter rages round the plains, 
With his dark days 1'!] human life compare; 
Not thoſe more fraught with clouds and winds 


O whence this wond'rous turn of mind our fate! 
Whate'er the ſeaſon or the place poſſeſl, 
We ever murmur at our preſent ſtate ; 


Why elſe when heard in ev'ning's ſolemn gloor, 
Does the ſad knell that, ſounding o'er the plan 
Tolls ſome poor lifcleſs body to the tomb, 
Thus thrill my breaſt with mclancholy pain 


The voice of reaſon echoes in my car, 
Thus thou ere long muſt join thy kindred clay; 
No more theſe ** noſtrils breathe the vita! wir,” 
No more theſe eyclids open on the day. 


O Winer, round me ipread thy joylels reagn, 
Thy threat'ning ſkies in duſky horrors del 
Of thy dread rage no longer I'll complain, 


Nor atk an Even for a ane quell, 
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agb has heaven indulg d of joy below, 
Totempt our tarriance in this low d retreat : 
has heaven ordain'd of uſeful wor, 

To make us languiſh for a happier ſcat. 

here is, who deems all climes, all ſcaſons fair, 
There is, who knows no refifleſs paſhon's Ariſe ; 
mentment, ſmiling at cach idle care; 
Comentment, thankful for the gift of life ; 


ic finds in Winter many a ſcene to pleaſe ; 

The morning land'cape fring'd with froft-work 
BY, 

ie fun at noon ſeen the,” the leafleſs trees, 

The clear calm ether at the cloſe of day. 


«c marks dh! advantage forms and clouds bete, 

When luft rung Cav vs puribies the air, 

When moift AQUA 11 5 pours the fleecy ſuow, 

That makes ch“ 1mpreguate glebe # niches harveſt 
bear; 


lay; 


73 


4 


dic lads for all ow: gratclul provic ade, 

To hin whoſe mandate [pale the world 0 form, 
t Sprünge gay bloom, and Summer's cheerful ties, 
Aud Autumn's corn Clad field, and Winter's found: 
mg form, 


. 
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HYMN, from Psarin viii. 


A 
— 
eki 
Aunchty Pow'r, amazing are thy way 
| US MIN 


Above our knowledge, and above our praiſe ! 
How all thy works thy excellence diſplay ! 
How fair, how great, how wonderful are they 
Thy hand yon wide-extended heaven uprais'd, 
Yon wide-extended heaven with ſtars emblaz'd, 
Has roll'd a mighty world, or ſhin'd a ſun: 
Stupendous thought ! how ſinks all human race! 
A point, an atom in the field of ſpace ! cal 
Yet ev'n to us, O Los o, thy care extends, 
Thy bounty feeds us, and thy pow'r defends ; 
Yet ev'n to us, as delegates of Thee, 

Thou giv'it dominion over land and ſes ; 
What er, or walks on carth, or flies in air; 
Whate'er of life the wat'ry regions bear; 

All theſe are ours, and for th! extenfive claim, 
We owe duc homage to thy Sacred Name 
Almighty Pow'r! bow wond'rous are thy ways! 
How far above our knowledge and our prodle | 
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FSCRTBING THE SORROW OF AN INGENU-> 


„s Min b, ON THE MELANCHOLY EVENT 


OF A LICENTIOUS AMOUR. 


[SUENSTONE,] 


race! Vay mourns my friend ! why weeps his down- 
calt eye ? | 

„ That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to ſhine ; 

T by cheerful meads reprove that ſwelling ſigh; 

dpung ne er enamell'd fairer meads than thine, 


1 thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace ? 
Wen thou not ſorm d by nature's partial care 7 
dd in thy ſong, and bleſs'd in cry grace 

That wins the friend, and that enchants the fair ? 


James, ſad he, thy partial helden, 

Not Damou's frcudihip can my peace reſtore ; 
bu | bis very prable wakes my pain, 

Aud wy puos wounded bulow biceds the wore, 
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For O! that nature on my birth had frown'd! 
Or fortune fix'd mc to ſome lowly cell ! 
Then had my boſom *ſczp'd this fatal wound, 

Nor had I bid theſe vernal ſweets farew«|. 


But led by fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious bliſs admir'd 

In fortune's train the ſyren flatt'ry ſmil'd, 
And raſhly hallow'd all her queen inſpir'd. 


Of folly Rtudious, ev'n of vices vain, 
Ah, vices! gilded by the rich and gay 

I chas'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain 
Nor drop'd the chace till Jeſſy was my prev. Wl tigh i 


Poor artleſs maid ! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, amd the 
Expence, and art, and toil, united flrove ; 

To lure a breaſt that ſelt the pureſt flame, 
Suſtain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love. 


School d in the {caence of love's mazy wilcs, 
I cloath'd cach feature with affected ſcorn; 

I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle fim, 
Aud fcigning, left her anxious and furlom: 


Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her cut. The vac 
Warm to deny, and zealous to diſprove ; | | 

I bade my words the womed ſoftneſs wear, 
Aud ſcar'd the minute of returning love. 
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othes, my Damon, dare I paint the reſt?” 
Will yet thy love a candid car incline ; 

d that virtue, by misfortune prefl, 

Feeds not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 


mc envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame ! 
Li while to flaunt it in the face of day; 

When ſcorn'd of virtue, flignatis d by fame, 
Low aut my feet deſponding Jeſly lay. 


Henry, the lad, by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
ee the lad relics of a nymph undone; 
ind, I bad this rifing fob renew d: 

© HH | ligh in ſhades, and schen at the fun, 


. md the dreary gloom of night I ery, 

; When will dhe morn's once pleaſing ſcenes return ' 
1! what can mory's rchurmng ray lupply, 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn ” 


Alas! 116 more the joyous morn appears 
That led the t5anquil bours of ſpoile!s ſame ! 
Pur] have Reep'd « father's couch tn tears, 
And ung d e mother's glowing cheek with ſhame. 


Juc vocal bizds that raiſe theu matin lira, 
The ſportave lambs incrale wy penfive mou ; 
BI leem 49 chaſe we from the chearful plain, 
Aud talk of wath and innocence alone, 
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If through the garden's flow ry tribes I flray, ce not 1 
Where bloom the jes'mins that could once alu, WY Nor hut 
Hope not to find delight in us, they ſay, Kot ſo the 
For we are ſpotleſs, Jeſly, we are pure. Not ſuc 


Ye flow'rs! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, 
Say, could you with my virgin fame compare ? 

The brighteſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale, 

Was not ſo fragrant, and was not fo fair, 


Now the grave old alarm the gentler young, 
And all my fame's abhor'd contagion flec ; 
Trembles each lip, and faulters ev'ry tongue, 

That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. 


Thus for your ſake I ſhun each human eye ; 
I bid the ſweets of blooming youth adicu ; 
To die I languiſh, but I dread to die, 


Raiſe me from earth; the pains of want remor*, 
And let me filent ſeek ſome friendly ſhore ; 
There, only baniſh'd from the form I love, 
My weeping vartues ſhall relapſe no more. 


Be but my friend! I aſk no dearer name; 
Be ſuch the meed of ſome more artful fa: : 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chaſe my anne 
That pity gave what love refus'd 40 ſhare, 


WC, 


* 
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ce not my tongue to aſk its ſcanty bread ; 
Nor hurl thy Jeſſy to the vulgar crew; 
Not ſo the parent's board at which I fed! 
Not ſuch the precept ſr m his lips I drew 


ly, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil : 
Eavy may flight a face no longer fair ; 

And pity welcome to my native ſoil,” 


he ſpoke nor was I born of ſavage race ; 

Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon affign ; 

| the claſp'd me in a laſt embrace, 

And vow'd to waſte her life in pray'rs for mine. 


| law her foot the loſty bark aſcend ; 
I aw ber breaſt with ev'ry paſſion heave ; 
| left her, torn from ev'ry carthly friend ; 
0! hard my boſom, which could bear to leave 


Ind let me be ; the fatal form aroſe ; 
The billows rag'd ; the pilot's art was vai * 
Ver the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe 5 
My Jelly floats upon the wat'ry plain 


4 Acc my youth's impetuous fires decay , 
deck not 10 Hop reflettron's bitter tear ; 
bu wary the frolic, and infirutt the gay, 
„ Jelly floating on ber wt zy biet 
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THE HERMIT. 


{PaxNELL,] 


Fain a wild unknown to public view, 
From youth to age a rev rend Hermit grew ; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 

His food the fruits, his drink the chryſlal wel 
Remote from man, with Gov he pals'd his days, 
Pray 'r all his bus'neſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 


A life ſo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
Scem'd heav'n itſelſ, till one ſuggeſtion role; 
Thot vice ſhould triumph, vinue vice obey, 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway : 
His hopes no more a certain proſpeſt boaſt, 
And all the tenor of his foul is loſt ; 
So when a ſmooth cxpanle recerves imp! 
Calm nature's image on its watry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending 310% 
And ſhes beucath with anſw'ring colours gl 
But if a Rone the gentle Scene divide, 
wist ruffling circles curl on ev'sy fide, 
And glmm'ring fragments of 8 broken , | 
Bene, ces, and Macs, in thick dilarder 1% When | 
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To dear this doubt, to know the world by fight, 
b find if books, or ſwains, report it right: 

yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 

hoſe feet came wand' ring o'er the nightly de 

Fe quits his cel, the pilgrim aff he bore, 

id fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before ; 

Then with the fun a riſing journey went, 

to think, and watching each event, 


The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 

Ind long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; 
when the ſouthern wind had warm'd the day, 
þ youth came poſling o'er a croſſing way; 

Hs raiment decent, his complexion fair, 

nd ſoft in graceful nnoglets wan d his hair, 

hey near approaching, Father, bail ! he cry'd; 
d hail, my fon ! the rev'rend fire reply'd : 
Vols follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow 'd 
nd talk of various kind decerv'd the road : 

IA each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart; 
Ius Hande an aged cim in vy bound, 

bus youthtul wy claſps an cla around, 


Now ſunk the fun ; the clofing hour of das 
Lane ou, and, mantled o'er with fober grey ; 
Mac tn lence lad the world repole ; 

N hei ne ar the road on llaicly palace 1h | 
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There by the moon thro' ranks of trees they pi, der d 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their floping fides of gra n walk 
It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome bo ſeem'd 


Still made his bouſe the wand'ring Aranger's bone: {ſhe baia 
Vet flill the kindneſs, from a thrift of praiſe, dpd 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive caſe. And much 
The pair arrive : the livery'd ſervants wait, rin 


Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 

And all is more than hoſpitably good, 
Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in fleep, and fGIk, and heaps of down. 


At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day, 
Along the wide canals the zepbyrs play; 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh fleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 

An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall, 

Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts 10 tale, 
Then plcas'd and thankful from the porch they go. 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſc of wor ; 
His cup was vanih'd, for in ſecret guiſe 

The younger gueſt purloin'd the gh ring pris 


As one who fpies a ſerpent in bis way, 
Glifi'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
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order d flops to ſhun the danger near, 
n walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear ; 
bo ſeem'd the fire: when far upon the road, 


ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd. 


, He flop'd with Glence, walk' d with trembling heart, 
And much he wifh'd, but durſt not aſk to part: 
ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it bard, 
te. That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 


While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds, 
own, e changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds; 
lown. A ſound in air preſay'd approaching rain, 


And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 

Ws Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a nrighb' ring ſeat. 

, Ten built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 


ep. And Nong, and large, and unimprov'd around . 
lu owner's temper, tm'rous and ſevere, 

Unkind and griping, caus'd 2 deſart there. 

As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 

Fierce rifing guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 

The nimble light ming min d with ſhow'rs began, 
Aud dcr their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Dunn by the wind, and banter'd by the rain. 
Alength fome pity warm'd the maſter's breafi, 
"Twas then bis threfbold Gr recrrs'd guet 
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Slow creaking turn d the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervor thro' their limbs recalls; 
Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with eager wine, 
(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to din 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 


With fill remark the pond'ring hermit view'd 
In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude : 
And why ſhould ſuch, within himſelf he cry'd, 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place, 
In ev'ry ſettling feature in his face ! 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before ; 
And paid profuſely with the precious bow | 
The flanted Kindacls of this churliſh ſoul, 


But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, 

The ſun emerging opes an azure thy ; 

A frelber green the {melling leaves difpla), 
And glut ring as they tremble, cheer the day , 
Ahe weather courts them from the poor 10 
And the glad maſler bolts the wary gate, 
Whale beace they walk, the pilgram's bolom 
AWith all che travels of uncertain thought ; 


54 


7 
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patoer's afts without their cauſe appear, 
was there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here : 
that, and pitying this he goes, 

| and confounded with the various ſhows. 


nin the wand'rers want a place to he, 
they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
ſoil improv'd around, the manhon neat, 
neither poorly low, nor idly great : 
kem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 
and not for praiſe, but virtue kind. 


Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky, 


Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 

» bleſs the manſon, and the maſter greet * 

dev greeting fair, beſtow'sd with modeſt guiſe, 
n courcous maller hours, and thus replies: 


Without 8 vain, without a grudging beet, 

bun who gives us all, I yicld a pant; 

Wm hm you come, from him accept it h. 
Tank and ober, more than coltly cheer, 

ſpoke, and dad the welcome table ſpread, 

n dal f of ente till the hour of bed, 

4 the grave houthbold round bis hall repair, 
«Wd by a bell, and cloſe the hows with pres 7 
] 
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Was ſtrong for toil, the dappled morn aroſe ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant ſlept, 
And vrith ' d its neck: the landlord's little pride, 
O ſlrange return! grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy 
Horror of horrors! What ! his only ſon ! 

How look'd our hermit when the faft was done? 
Not hell, though hell's black jaws in ſunder pan, 
And breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his hean, 


Confus'd, and firuck with filence at the Gerd, 
He flies, but wembling fails to fly with ſpced, 
His fleps the youth purſues ; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the was ; 
A river crofs'd the path ; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find ; the ſervant trod before ; 
Long arms of oak an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beacath the bending glide, 
The youth, who ſeem'd to watch @ time 10 bn, 
Approach'd the carcleſs guide, and thruſt him i; 
Plunging be falls, and rifing lifts his head, 
Then plaſhing turns, and finks among the dead, 


Wild, ſparkling rage inflames the fathe! + 0% 
He burſis the bands of fear, and madly crics, 
Dctefled wietch !=n—Bui fcarce bas [peech hege, 
hen the flrange ban Ken d wo lon: 6 % M 
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n youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet, 

ks robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet ; 
rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 

ad wings, whoſe colors glitter'd on the day, 
ſide at his back the gradual plumes diſplay , 
form ethereal burſts upon his ſight, 

moves in all the majeſty of light, 


Though loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
n he gar d, and knew not what to do; 

we in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 

ad in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 

blence here the beauteous angel broke, 

Ihe voice of muſie raviſh'd as he ſpoke.) 


Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown. 
ſveet memorial rife before the thront: 

eſe chars, ſucceſs in our bright region bnd. 
lorce an angel down, 40 calm thy mind; 

us commiſſion'd, I forſook the ſuy, 

„ (ale to k I by fellow ſervant 1. 


Then know the truth of government divine, 
et theſe {cruples be no longer thine, 
The Maker jutly claims that world he mad 


Ws the gight of Providence + laid ; 
! | 


— 


Has, with the cup, this graceleſs cuſtom loft, 


| That heaven can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 


2 
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Its ſacred majeſty through all depends 
On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: 
'Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The Power exerts his attributes on high, 
Your actions uſes, nor controls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be till, 
What firange events can ſtrike with more ſurpr 
Than thoſe which lately ſiruck thy wond'ring eye 
Yet taught by theſe, confeſs th“ Almighty jull, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt! 


The great vain man, who ſar'd on coſtly food, 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his iv'ry Rands with goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine, 


And fill he welcomes, but with leis of colt. 


The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whole bolted 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring po 
With him I left the cup, 10 teach bis mind 


Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the b, 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful foul, 
Thus artills melt the ſullen ore of Lead, 

With heaping coals of fire upon 145 head ; 

In the Kind warmth the metal learns 40 glow, 
And, loole from drofs, the filves tte bolus 
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Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
« now the child half wean'd his heart from Cop; 
1d of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 
meaſur'd back his ſſeps to earth again. 

9 what exceſſes had his dotage run | 

Cob, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 

b all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go, 

tua my miniſtry to deal the blow) 

r poor fond parent humbled in the duſt, 

ow owns, in tears, the puniſhment was juſt. 
But bow had all his fortune felt a wrack, 

bad that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back 

w mght his treafur'd heaps he meant 40 tea), 
ben what a fund of charity would fail ! 


Thus heav'n infirutts thy mind : this trial o'er, 
part in peace, teſigu, and fin no more. 


O, ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
lege Rood wond'ring a5 the ſeraph flew. 

Ms look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high 
malle tank the chariot of the (ky : 

l. hery pomp aſcending, left the view ; 

il, i prophet gas d, and with'd 10 follow 100. 

Phe bending hermit here 6 proy's begun, 

Wl! as in heauen, on carth thy will be done, 

ev gladly turning, ſought Ins ancient place. 

I pale d a life of picty and prace. 
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A NIGHT-PIECE OV DEATH 


[ParxXELL.] 


B Y the blue taper's trembling high, 
No more I waſte the wakeful night, 
latent with endleſs view to pore 

Their ſchoolmen and the ſages o'er ; 
Their books from wiſdom widely tray, 
Or point at beſt the longeſt way, 

PII feck a readier path and go 

Where wiſdom's late taught below. 


How deep yon azure dyes the {ky ' 


Where orbs of gold unuumber'd lie, | 
While through their rauks in filver pride The: 
The nether creſcent ſeems 0 glide, A mx 


The flumb'ring breexe forgets to breaths, 
The lake is ſmooth and clear beneath, 

Delcends io mect aur eyes below. 

The grounds which on the right afpurr, 

In dimncls from the view ct; 

The left prelents a place if groves, 

Whole walls the blew water loves 
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Among the livid gleams of night. 
There paſs with melancholy flate, 
By all the ſolemn heaps of fate, 
And think as ſoftly-ſad you ticad 
Above the venerable dead, 

Time was, lihe thee they life poſſeſt, 
And time ſhall be, that thou ſhalt r:ft. 


ATA 


Thoſe graves with bending oſier bound, 
That nameleſs heave the crumbled ground, 
(Quick to the gl-ncing thought diſcloſe, 
Where toil and poverty repoſe, 


The flat ſmooth floncs that bear a name, 
Ihe chiſſel's flender help to fame, 
Which ere our fet of friends decay, 
de Their frequent fleps may wear away ;) 
A middle race of monals own, 
Men half ambitious, all unknown, 


The marble tombs that riſe on high, 
Whole dead in vaulicd arches he, 
Whoſe pillars ſwell with feulptur'd flones, 
rn, angels, cite, and bones, 
Theſe, all dhe poor remains of ſtate, 
Adern the 1ich, os r de the greats 
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Who, while on earth, in fame they live, 
Are ſenſeleſs of the fame they give. 


Ha! while I gaze, palc Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 
All flow, and wan, and wrapp'd with ſhroud, 
They riſe in vifionary crouds, 
And all with ſober accent cry, 
Think, mortal, what it is to die! 


Now from yon black and fun'ral yew 
That bathes the charnel houſe with dew, 
Methinks 1 hear a voice begin ; 

(Ye ravens ceaſe your croaking din, 

Ye tolling clocks no time reſound 

O'er the long lake and midnight ground. 
It ſends a peal of hollow groans, 

Thus ſpeaking from among the bones. 


When men my ſcythe and dart apply, 
How great a king of fears am 1! 
They view me like the laſt of things; 
They make, and then they dread my flings 
Fools! if you leſs provak'd your fears, 
No mure my (petite form appears, 
Dcaih's but # path that mult be wood, 
M man would ever pals to Gov: 


— 


e, 


s, 


4 
$ 


V. 


—— — 
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A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe 
From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 


Why then thy flowing ſable ſtoles, 

Deep pendant cypreſs, mourning poles, 
Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn hearſes, cover'd ſleeds, 
And plumes of black, that as they tread, 
Nod o'er the ſcutcheons of the dead ? 


Wu Ü᷑— - 


Nor can the parted body know, g 
Nor wants the foul thoſe forms of woe : 
As men who long in priſon dwell, 

With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
Whewe'er their ſuffering years are run, 
Spring forth to greet the glitt'ring ſun; 
Such joy, though far tranſcending ſenſe, 
Have pious ſouls at parting hence. 

On carth, and in the body plac'd, 

A few and ev] years, they waſte ; 

But when their chains are caſt aſide, 
bee the glad ſcene unfolding wide, 
Clap the glad wing, and tow's away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day. 
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V. nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong 
To heav'nly themes ſublumer flrains belong, 
The molly fountains, and the fylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Findus and tht Aoman maids, 
Delight no morem——C{) thou my voice infpire, 
Who touch'd Hawk's hallow'd bps with fre ! 


Wrapt into future times the bard begun, 
A Virgin Knall Conceive, a virtan boar @ Son! 
From Jjefle's root behold a hranch ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred flow's with fragrance fills the far 
Th' ethereal Spirit &'cr 115 Leaves hall move, 
And on ite op delcond the myſtic dove. 
Ye heavens! from high the dewy neftar pour, 
Aud in loft filence thed the kindly fhower ! 
The fGck and weak, the breaking plant hall ad, 
From florms u fhchier, and from boat u thade, 
All cruncs ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ft far, 
Ketwmng jullice lift aloft bes foals; 
Peace ver the world ber olive wand catiid, 
And whitcnrob'd agorrats Hom Hoa on £4 tf 
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wil fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn ; 
O pring to light, Auſpicious Babe, be born 

ſee nature haftes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring: 

& lofty Lebanon his head advance, 

ie: nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, 

& ſpicy clouds from lowly Sharon riſe, . 
ud Carmel's flow ry top perfumes the ſkies 
Hark | a glad voice the lonely deſart chears ! 
fepare the way! A Cob, aGop appears! 
4009 a Cod! the vocal hills reply, 

| The rocks proc lain th* approaching Deny, 

L canth recerves him from the bending ſkies ! 
kk down, ye mountains, and, yc valleys, nic ; 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
* ſmooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way ' 
The $a710ur comes ! by ancient bards foretold ; 
Hear him, ye deaf, and, all ye blind, behold 

He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the faghtleſs cyc-ball pour the day; 

; Tu be dh obfiruticd path of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th unfolding car; 

Ks lech, no murmur the wide world ſhall bear, 
lm iy face be wipes off c te 
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In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, Wake ſandy 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. e ſpiry h 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 6 lealleſs 
Seeks freſheſt paſture, and the pureſt air, And od'rou 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, he lambs ' 
By day o'crſces them, and by night protetts; And boys i 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, The leer a 
Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms : And harm) 
Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, The (milin 
The promis'd father of the future age. de crefte 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, dem d, 1) 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, And with 


Nor helds with gleaming ficel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 

But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
And the proud faulchion in a plowſhare end: 
Then palaces ſhall rife ; the joyſul fon 

Shall Gnifh what his ſhont-liv'd fire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yicld, 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the field 
The ſwain in barren deſarts with ſurprize 

Bees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe; 
And Harte amidh the thirſty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in bis car. 

Ou 1nfted rocks, the dragen's late abodes, 

The green reed wembles, and the bulruſh fs 
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ſpiry fir, and ſhapely box adorn 

o leafleſs ſhrubs the flow ring palm ſucceed, 

4rd od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed, 

ie lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead. 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyger lead; 

The leer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 

$: lud harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feer. 

; The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 

Ihe creſted bafiliſk, and ſpeckled ſnake; 

Pleas'd, the green luſlre of the ſcales ſurvey, 

And with their ſorky tongues ſhall innocently pla: 


Riſe, crown'd with light, impenal Sal, ne 
tual thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes ! 
ee a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn ; 
ſee future ſons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crouding ranks on ev'ry fide arilc, 
Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies | 
ler barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 
Nee thy bright altars throng'd with profirate kings 
And heap'd with produtt of Sabwan iprings! 
ler thee Idume's ſpicy forelts blow, 
And feeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glov , 
xe Heaven us ſparkling portals wide dipl. 
And break wpon thee wn a Hood of das ' 
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No more the ning ſun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev*ning Cynthia fill her filver horn; 

But loſt, difſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
O'erflow thy courts: the Light himſelf ſhall Chine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 
The ſeas ſhall waſte, the fkies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away, 
But fix'd his word, bis ſaving pow'r remains ; 
Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns! 


A N . 


WRITTEN IH A COUNTRY CHURCH» YARD For then 


[GA] 
— Or cl 


T. L curſes tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winde flowly o'er the les, | 
The ploughman homeward plods bis weary wa), low you 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Now fades the lan ring landſcape on the fight. L1 not 
And ll the #ir 8 ſolemn Hillel bolds, Ther 
Save where the beetle wherks bus drony flight, Nu" gra 

And drowh ib longs Jull the diflars ſails ; The 


YARD 


have that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, f 
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The moping owl docs to the moon complain 


Of ſuch as, wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 


Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 


$-ncath thoſe rugged clms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
lach in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude Forcfathers of the hamlet fleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe- breathing morn, 

The ſwallow twitt'rang from the fliraw-built ſhed 
The cock's ſhrill cianzon, or the echoing horn, 

No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed, 


tor them no more the blazang hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy bouſewite ply ber cy ming care, 

No children run to liſp their fires teturn, 
Or chat his knees the covicd Kals to thare. 


OK did the harvet to their fickle yield, 

Their ſurrow oft the ftulbory glcbe has broke ; 
low jocund did they drive their cam afield | 

How bow'd the woods beneath their Hurd flroke ' 


Lt not ambitzon mack their ulcful toil, 
Ther homely one, and defliny oblcie ; 

Ne grandeur bear with a diidearntul lle, 
Ihe ſhort and (14004954 nals af th pan. 


” 


— — 2 
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The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, lag 
And all that beauty, all that wealth c'er gave, The littl 
Await alike th' inevitable hour, me mute 
Some Cr 


The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 
Nor you, ye proud, to theſe impute the fault, 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn aiſle and fretted vaul, Wiſe ſcatter 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe, And rea 
Can flory'd urn, or animated buſt 
| Back to its manſon call the fleeting breath 


Can bonour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or flatt'ry ſoothe the dull cold car of death ? 


Perhaps in this neglefted ſpot 1s laid 

Some heart once pregnant with carleſtial fire, 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſwey d. 
Or wak'd t extacy the living lyre. 


1 But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
=_ Rich with the ſpoils of ume did nccr wnrol! ; 
| Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 
Fall many # gem of purcft ray ferenc, 
The dark unſathom'd caves of ocean boar 
Full many 8 flow's is born 40 bluſh walcen, 
And vale its fert on the desert # 


| applau 
The thre 


oll ; 


b” 
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illage- Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaft 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood ; 
ne mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 


done Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Y applauſe of liſt' ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 

b ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 

And read their hiſt'ry in a nation's cycs, 


ir lot forbad : nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes conſin' d, 
mad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gatcs of mercy on mankind, 


* firugghing pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 


| heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 


With incenſc kindled at the Mulſc's flame. 


rom the madding crowd's ignoble flriſc, 


ike ſober withes never lc to ſtray ; 
ng the cool ſequeſlter'd vale of life 
Ihey kept the noiſeleſs tenor of them wa! 


Un theſe boucs from intul: 10 prod (1. 
wine frail memorial ill excited ugh, 


ih wncouth chimes and ſhaprlels ſeulptuse 4 
planes the paſhog tibuic of a 1h, 
4 
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Their names, their years, ſpelt by th'unletter'd Mu 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply ; 

And many a holy text around ſhe ftrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


For who to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precinfls of the cheerful day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behind 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
| Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires, 
| Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhcs live their wonted frcs. 


For thee, who mindful of thiunhonor'd dead, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 


If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall enquire thy fate, 


Haply ſome hoary beaded ſwain may fav, 

4 Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn, 
„ Brufhing with haſty flicps the dews away, 

* To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


„ There t the foot of youder nodding beech 
* That wreathes ids old fantaſtic roots fo high 
Ii Liftlels length at noon-tide would he fte, 
' And porc upon the brook that babblos by: 


E lf 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 147 


ee ICICI ES 
% Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, 


« Matt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove ; 


# Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 


« Orcraz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love, 


One morn 1 miſs'd him on the *cuſtom'4d hill, 
„Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree ; 
Another came ; nor yet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 


be next, with dirges due in ſad array, 


* Slow thro' the church-yard path we ſaw him borne. 
Approach and read (for thou canſi read) the lay, 
* Grav'd on the lone beneath yon aged thorn. 


THE FEPITAFHR, 


Hen reſts his head upon the lap of cant, 


A youth to fortune and to fame unknown; 


' Fair ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 


Aud melancholy mark d him for her ow: 


Lage was bis bounty, and his ſoul fincere, 


" Heav'n did a recompence as largely end 
He gave 10 mis ry all he had, u tcar, 
" He gain'd from heaven (was all be with'd's 
ſnicnd. 
K 2 


Os 
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No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode. 
* (There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
| The boſom of his Father and his Gov.” 


—' [—̃ os! > — — — — , . ˙ . ˙eͤ ̃ —ͤͤ.3ůcBg.. OI eB.» — 


To Tus Ricut HOXORABLE THE EAR 
or WARWICK, ox rut Dear 0 
Mn. ADDISON. 


(Tic. 


Iz dumb too long, the drooping Muſc hath as 
And left her debt 16 Addiſon unpaid ; 

Blame not her Llence, Warwick, but bemoan, 
And judge, O judge, my boſom by your own, 
What mourner ever felt poetic fires ! 

Gn unaffeficd ſuits but il with art, 

Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart, 


Can 1 forget the diſmal night, that gave 
My foul's beſt part for ever o the grave | 
How Glen did his old companions tread, 
un miduaght lamps, the manbons of the de 
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Through breathing ſtatues, then unheeded things, 

Tho rows of warriors, and through walks of kings. 
What awe did the flow ſolemn knell inſpire ; 

The pealing organ, and the ſolemn choir: 

The duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate paid, 

ind the laſt words that duſt to duſt convcy d. 

While ſpeechleſs o'er thy cloſing grave we bend, 
Accept theſe tears, thou dear departed friend; 

0, gone for ever, take this long adicu; 

And fleep in peace, next thy lov'd Montague ! 


To le freſh laurels, let the taſk be mine, 
| frequent pilgrim at thy ſacred ſhrine ; 

Mae with true liche thy abſence to bemoan, 
Aud grave with ſaithſul epitaphs thy Bone, 


a ee from me thy lov'd memorial part, 
Nay ſhame afflit this alienated heart; 
an. O thee lorgerful if I form 4 long, 


TY re be broken, and untun'd my tongur, 
My grief be doubled, from thy image free, 
ind marth a torment wnchaſtis'd by ther, 


Oh let me range the gloomy zifles alone, 

. luxury to vulgar minds wanknows) 

Yong the walls where ſpraking marbles ſhow 
Wha worthics form'd the hallo d mould beo 
Lau names who once the 16114 of empize held, 
. m who n d, os Ms e excell'd ; 


* 
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Juſt men by whom impartial laws were giv'n; 
And ſaints who taught and led the way to heav'n, 
Ne'er to theſe chambers where the mighty reft, 
Since their foundation, came a nobler gueſt ; 
Nor cer was to the bowers of bliſs convey'd 

A fairer ſpirit, or more welcome ſhade. 


In what new region, to the juſt aſſign'd, 
What new employments pleaſe th! unbody'd mind! 
A winged virtue thro' th'zthereal ſky, 

From world to world unweary'd does he fly, 
Or curious trace the long laborious maze 

Of heaven's decrees, where wond'ring angels gaze 
Does he delight to hear bold ſeraphs tell, 
How Michacl battled, and. the Dragon fcll ? 
Or mix'd with nylder cherubim to glow 

In bymns of love, not ill affay'd below ? 

Or doft thou warn poor mortals left behind ; 
A talk well funcd to thy gentle mind ? 

O, if ſometimes thy ſpotleſs form deſcend, 
To me thy aid, thou guardian genius, lend 
When age muilguides me, or when fear alarms, 
When pain diflrefſes, or when pleaſure charm. 
Ia leut whiſp'rngs purer thoughts 1part, 
And turn from il] s frail and fecble heart; 
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lad through the paths thy virtue trod before, 

Fill bliſs ſhall join, nor death can part us more. 
That awful form (which, ſo the heav'ns decree, 
Moſt fall be lov'd, and ſlill deplor'd by me) 
b nightly viſions ſeldom fails to riſe, 
; *, rous'd by ſancy, meets my waking eyes. 
Abus neſs calls, or crouded courts invite, 
Ti! unblemiſh'd ſlateſman ſeems to ſirike my ſight ; 
| penfive to the rural ſhades I rove, 
flu ſhape o'crtakes me in the lonely grove : 
Twas there of juſt and good he reaſon'd firong, 
Liear'd ſome great truths, or rais'd ſome ſerious ſong; 
here patient ſhow'd us the wiſe courle to ficer, 
\ candid cenſor, and a friend ſincere ; 
els gaze there taught us how to live; and (O ! too high 
lhe price for knowledge) taught us how to dic, 


Thou hill, whoſe brow the antique Rirutture grace, 
d by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race, 


l; Why, once fo lov'd, whene'er thy how appears, 
Vs my dim eye-balis glance the ſudden tears! 
; low ſweet were once thy profpets freſh and fair, 


T Thy floping walks and unpolluted ai | 

low ſweet the gloums beneath thy aged ices, 
I noon-tide ſhadow, ard thy ching breezc | 
Au image thy forſaken bow i reficre ; 

Ny walks and airy prolpetts chain ng more ; 
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No more the ſummer in thy gloom's allay'd, 
Thy ev'ning breezes, and thy noon-day ſhade. R 


From other ills, however ſortune frow d. 
Some refuge in the Muſe's art I found ; 
Reluftant now I touch the trembling firing, — 
Bereft of him who taught me how to ſing ; 

And theſe ſad accents, murmur'd o'er his un, 

Betray that abſence they attempt to mourn, 

O! muſt I then (now freſh my boſom bleeds, 

And Craggs in death to Addiſon ſucceeds) 

The verſe, begun to one loſt friend, prolong, 

And weep a ſecond in th'unſiniſh'd ſong! 

Theſe words divine, which, on his death-bed lad, 

To thee, O Craggs, th' expiring ſage convey'd, 

Great, but ill-omen'd monument of fame, 

Nor he ſurviv'd to give, nor thou to claun, 

And cloſe to his, how ſoon thy colin hes, 

Biel pair, whoſe uon future bards ſhall tc!) 

In ſuture tongucs ; cach other's boaſt ! farc 

Farewel! whom joig'd in fame, in frcndibip 4 

No chance could fever, nor the grave 4vade. 
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BY A CLERGYMAN IN VIRGINIA, RETURYN- 
ING HOME FROM HIS DUTY IN A VERY 


GLOOMY NIGHT. ] 


Cour, heav'nly penfive contemplation, come, 
Polſeſs my ſoul, anc ſolemn thoughts infpre ! 

The ſacred hours, that with too ſwift a wing 

celan hurry by, nor quite claps'd, 

Demand a ſerious cloſe ; then be my ſou! 

date and ſolemn, as this gloom of night 

That thickens round me, Free from care, compos's 
bc all my ſoul, as this dread ſolitude, 

auh which with gloomy joy I make my way, 
Above thele clouds, above the ſpacious thy, 


g \ whole vaſt arch theſe cloudy oceans 10, 

1 = | penſing fatucſs io the world be lo; 
e ducils che Marten, whole Gagle haud 
. 


ape univerſal nature, and who deals 

$ liberal bleflings 16 this little globe, 

bac relidence of worms ; where Adam's fons, 
Moughtleſs of him who taught their fouls 40 think, 
able in vain purſurs, The boſts of bear'n, 


14 BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 


— 


— — — —i 


— tracts, — 
Array'd in glorious light, hover on wing 
Before his throne, and wait his ſov'ran nod : 
With active zeal, with ſacred rapture fir'd, 
To his extenſive empire's utmoſt bound 
They bear his orders, and his charge perform. 
Yet He, ev'n He (ye miniſters of flame, 

Admire the condeſcenſion and the grace !) 
Employs a mortal form'd of meaneſl clay, 
Debas'd by fin, whoſe beſt deſert is hell, 
Employs him to proclaim a SAVIious's ram, 
And offer pardon to a rebel world, 

This day my tongue, the glory of my frame, 
Enjoy'd the honor of his advocate | 
Immortal ſouls, of more tranſcendent worth 
Than Opbir, or Peru's exhauſtleſs mines, 

Are truſted to my care, Important truſt ! 
What if ſome wreiched ſoul, {tremendous thought 
Once favor'd with the golpcl's joyful found, 
Now loſt, for ever loſt through my neglett, 
In dire infernal glooms, with flaming tongue, 
Be heaping execrations on ny hcad, 

Whilft here ſecure I dream my liſc away ! 
What if ſome ghoſt, cut off from life and hope, 
Wuh fierce deſpairing eves upturn'd to heaven, 
That wildly flare, and witacls borrors huge, 
Be 16anng horrid, © Lox Db, avenge my bluud 
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Wah full career, the dire enchanting road 

# To theſe devouring flames, yet warn'd me not; 
„Or faintly warn'd me, and with languid tone, 

And cool harangue, denounc d eternal fire, 

n. # And wrath divine!“ At the dread ſhocking though. 


My ſpirit ſhudders, all my inmoſt ſoul 
Trembles and ſhrinks, Sure, if the plaintive cries 
ſpirits reprobate can reach the car 

Of their great Judge, they muſt be cries like theſe. 
if the meaneſt of that happy choir, 

with eternal ſymphonies ſurround 

The heavenly throne, can ſland, and thus declarg, 
love it to his care that I am here, 

' Next to Almighty grace: his faithful hand, 

' Regardleſs of the frowns he might incur, 
'duatch'd me, reluftant, from approaching flames, 
” Ready to catch, and burn unquenchable, 

| Mey richeſt grace reward his pious zcal 

' With ſome bright manſon in this world of bliſs!” 


me, 


Ce, lanſporting thought ! Then blefſed be the hand 
ht form'd my clemental clay to wan, 
fun ſupports me ! "Tis worth while 40 live, 
ope, WH! may live to purpoſes fo great, 
wen, Rae, my dormant zeal ! for ever flame 
. Mah gen'rous ardor for immortal fouls ; 
loud way my head, and tongue, and heart, and all, 


aud and be ſpeat in lervice fo dnvicue ! 
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Wia proud Auguſla, bleſt with long: 
Her ancient wall, and ruin'd bulwark ſhows ; 
Cloſe by a verdant plain, with graceful height, 
A ſlately fabric riſes to the fight, 

Yet though its parts all clegantly ſhine, 

And ſweet proportion crowns the whole de ſigu; 
Though art, in ſlrong exprefſive iculpture ſhown, | 
Conſummate art informs the breathing tone ; 
Far other views than theſe within appear, 
And wor and horror dwells for ever hore, 
For ever from the echoing roofs rebounds 

A dreadful din of het'rogencous ſounds ; 
From this, from that, from ev'ry quarter 11 
Loud ſhouts, and ſullen groans, and dolctul ac; 
Heant-loft'ning plants demand ihe pitying tc, 


And peals of hideous laughter ock the car, 1 
bud 114ml 

Thus, when in ſome fair human form we bud ken all 
The lufls all rampant, and the realun blind, he lick 
(riev'd we behold fuck beauty gie n in van, be ww; 


Aud natusc s fac work lurvey with pan * 
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[Wikia the — ; which this dome contains, 

all her frantic forms Diſtraction reigns, 

„hen the ſenſe from various objects brings, 

zh organs craz'd, the images of things; 

as, all extravagant and vain, 

endleſs (warms, crowd in upon the brain; 

cheated reaſon true and falſe conſounds, 

n if the blood impetuous ſwells the veins, 

ad choler in the conſlitution reigns, 

durageous fury ſtrait inflames the ſoul, 

hack beats the pulſe, and herce the eye-balls roll ; 
wing his chains, the wretch all raving hies, 
ad roars and foams, and carth and heaven defies. 
a ſo, when gloomy the black bile prevails, 
xd lumpiſh phlegin the thicken'd maſs congeals: 

| lſcleſs then is the poor patient found, 

nd fas for ever moping on the ground ; 

wu ative pow'rs their uſes all forego, 

„ lenſes, tonguc, nor limbs their funktion know; 
| melancholy loft, the vital flame 

ons, and juſt informs the füll le le frame. 


g repok 


Is bulk the cuculating tudes advance, 

bud wmble pn through the bes dance, 
; bud We ll the images delightful rife, 
, be tickled fancy ſparkles through the eyes : 
l, W mortal, all 16 wminth and ww relign'd, 


ev ry bellt thu ww» has freak mand ; | 
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Frolic and free, he laughs at ſortune's = 
And plays a thouſand gambols in an hour. 


Now ent'ring in, my Muſe, thy theme purſue, 
And all the dome, and each apartment view. 


A ſbiv'ring monarch keeps his awful court; 
And far and wide, as boundleſs thought can firay, 
Extends a vaſt imaginary ſway. 

Utopian princes bow before his throne, 

| And airy realms, and regions in the moon. 
The darling glorics of the envy'd great, 
Riſe to his view, and in his fancy ſwell, 
And guards and courtiers crowd his empty cell, 
See how he walks majeſtic through the throng , 
(Behind he trails his tatter'd robes along) 
And cheaply bleft, and innocently vain, 
Enjoys the dear deluſion of his brain, 

In this ſmall ſpot expatiates unc onf d. 
Supreme of monarchs, firſt of human king. 


Such joyſu! extaſy as this poſſe il, 
Ou ſome wremphal day, great Carar's breall Aud (all 
Great Carlar, fearce beneath the gods ador'd, Halle as 
The world's proud victor, Rome's 10pes 1.) "rr 
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h all his glories in their utmoſt height, ; 
nd all his por diſplay d before his ſight ; 
number d trophics grace the pompous train, 
captive kings indignant drag their chain. 

ich laurel'd enſigns glitt'ring from afar 

ls conqu'ring legions march behind the golden 
car: 

wilt ſhouts on ſhouts from gather d nations riſe, 
nd endleſs acclamations rend the ſkies, 

this to vex mankind with dire alarms, 

wag with rapid ſpecd bis reſtleſs arms, 

wn clime to clime the mighty madman flew, 

Nor talled quiet, nor contentment knew; 

ut ſpread wild ravage all the world abroad, 

be plague of nations, and the ſcourge of Gov, 


Poor Clos hom yon little cell comains, 

U broken vows and ſaithleſ man complains . 
— boſom {peaks her inward woe ; 

Her tears in melaticholy Glence flow, 

le fill ber fond defires tumultuous viſe, 

Melt her lad foul, and languith in her eyes, 

Wd rom her wild 2deas as they rove, 

Je all the tender images of love ; | 
bud Wall ſhe ſoothes and fes de the flatt'ring pain, 
as be I*, 11, a tho Loves hot tas a4 , 


1 
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To hopeleſs — yields her heart a prey; 


So mourns th' impriſon'd lark his hapleſs fate, 
In love's ſoft ſeaſon raviſh'd from his mate ; 
Fondly ſatigues his unavailing rage, 

And hops and flutters round and round his cage; 
And moans and droops, with pining grief opprel. 
Whilſt ſweet complainings warble from his breaſ. 


Lo! here a wretch to avarice relign'd, 
His riches theſe———for theſe he rakes and ſpares, 
Theſe rack his boſom, theſe engroſs his cares; 
Oer theſe be broods, for ever void of reſt, 
vec, from himſelf the ſordid niggard ficals, 
Reſerves large ſcantlinge from lus lender mc! 
Scarce t his bowels half thew due affords, 

And flarves his carcaſc to increaſe his h 

_ Till 40 huge heaps the trcaſur d offals fwell, 
And fhak in ev'ry comer of his cell. 

And thus with wend'rous wildom he purer: 
Aganlt cortrngent want and rainy devs, 

And fcorns the fool that dread not to be poo! 
But eat thew world, and cnjoy ther fare, 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 161 


hold a ſage! immers'd in thought profound: 

ſcience he, for various ſkill renown'd. 

no mean ends his ſpeculations aim, 

le pelf he ſcorns, nor covers empty fame) 

public good, the welfare of mankind 

wy the gen'rous labour of his mind. 

this his rich imagination teems 

th rare inventions and important ſchemes ; 

| day bis cloſe attenuon he applies, 

jor gives he midnight Numbers to his eyes; 

nt of this, his toilſome ſludies crown, 

for the world“ repoſe neglefts his own, 

| nature's ſecret cauſcs he explores, 

ie laws of motion, and mechanic pow'rs ; 

ev'n the elements his art obey, 

Ver eath, o'er fire, he ſpreads his wond'ous 
ey, . 

ld theo” the liquid ſky, and o'er the watry way, 

hence ever pregnant with ſome vaſt defign, 

) levels lofty mountains 0 the plain, 

eps the roaring torte nig of the main ; 

d up by fire he bids the water rife, 

pad points its courſe reverted to the fr. 

„ad fancy (Ml ſupphics the means 


* 
Forces bis tools, and fixes his mactkines 
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Erefts his ſluices, and his mounds ſuſtains, 
And whirls perpetual windmills in his brains, 
All problems has his lively thought ſubdu'd, 
Meaſur'd the ſtars, and found the longitude, 
And ſqum d the circle, and the tides explain'd ; 
The grand arcanum once he had attain'd, 
Had quite attain'd, but that a pipkin broke, 
And all his golden hopes expir'd in ſmoke. 
And once, his ſoul inflam'd with patriot zeal, 
A ſcheme he finiſh'd for his country's wea! : 
This in a private conference made known, 
A flateſman ftole, and us'd it for his own, 
And then, O baſencſs! the deceit fo blind, 
Our poor projefior in this jail confin'd, 

The Muſe forbears to viſit ev'ry cell, 
Each ſorm, cach objeRt of diſtreſs to tell ; 
To ſhew the ſopling, curious in his dreſs, 
Gaily trick'd out in gaudy raggedne(s : 
The poet, ever wrapt in glorious dreams 
Of Pagan gods and Heliconian fireams ; 
The wild cathuſiaft, that deſpairing ſees | 
Predefiin'd wrath, and beavey's fevere decrers; 
Thro' theſe, thro' more fad feenes the grieve 40 6 
And paint the whole vanciy of wor, 


Mean time, on thele reflect with Kind concern 
And hence this jufl, cis wictul Leffon learnt 
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Fong defires thy reas'ning pow'rs control; 
Ire paſſions ſway thy ſoul ; | 
[pnde, if envy, if the luſt of gain, | 


wild ambition in thy boſom reign, 

| thou vaunt'ſt thy ſober ſenſe in vain; 
theſe poor Bedlamites thyſelf ſurvey, 
Mell, leſs innocently mad than they. 


» t% $ 
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Tu SHEPHERD 4b rue 
PHILOSOPHER. 


an. 


R EMO TE from cirics lied a ſwan, 

Uavex'd with all the carcs of gain ; 

His bead was Gilver'd o'er with age, 

Aud long experience made him ſage ; 

ls ſummer's beat and winter's cold, 

He fed his flock, and penn'd the told ; 

Hu hours iu cheerful labour flew, 

Nor envy nor ambition knew ; 

His wiſdom, and his honch Fanic 

Through all the country z bis raw? 
Lo 


= 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 


ADB > 2 —— — — 


— 


"Saw Philoſopher (whoſe n rules 
Of moral life were drawn from ſchools) 


The Shepherd's homely cottage ſought, 
And thus explor'd his reach of thought, 


Whence is thy learning? Hath thy toil 


| Ofer books conſum'd the midnight oil ? 


Haſt thou old Greece and Rome ſurvey'd, 
And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd ? 
Hath Socrates thy ſoul refin'd 

And haſt thou fathom'd Tully's mind 
Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes, thrown, 

By various fates, on realms unknown, 
Haſt thou through many cities ſtray'd, 


Their cuſtoms, laws, and manners weigh 


The Shepherd modeſtly reply'd: 
neter the paths of learning try'd; 
Nor have I roam'd in forcign parts, 
To read mankind, their laws and arts; 


For man is praflis'd in diſguiſe, 


He cheats the molt diſcerning eyes; 
Who by that ſearch ſhall wiſer grow, 
When we ourſclves can never know ? 
The lutle knowledge 1 have gain'd, 
Was all from { wple nature drain'd ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their 14le ; 
Hence grew my fertled hate 0 vice, 


——— 


igh'd 


The daily labours of the bet 


Awake my ſoul to induſtry. 


Who can obſerve the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want ? 
My dog (the truſtieſt of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind; 
| mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my ſervice copy Tray. 

In conſtancy and nuptial love, 

| learn my duty from the dove; 
The hen who from the chilly air, 
With pious w ng protefts her care; 
And ev'ry fowl! that flies at large, 


Inflrutis me in a parent's charge. 


From uature too I took my rule, 
To ſhun contempt and ridicule, 
| uever with 1umportaint air, 
In converſation overbear, 
Can grave and formal paſs for wiſc, 
When men the ſolemn ow! deſpiſe / 
My tongue within my lips 1 rein; 
tur who talks much, muſt talk in vain, 
We from the wordy torrent fly; 
Who liflens 40 the chau'ring pye / 
Nor would I, with fclonious flight, 
By Realth invade my nei ibour's right. 
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Rapacious animals we hate; 
Do not we juſt abborrence find 

Againſt the toad and ſerpent kind : 

But envy, calumny, and ſpite, on V 
Bear ſtronger venom in their bite. 

Thus ev'ry object of creation 

Can furniſh hints to contemplation ; 


And from the moſt minutc and mean, 
A vintuous mind can morals glean, 


Thy fame is juſt, the ſage rephies ; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wile, 
Pride often guides the author's pen ; 
Books as affeficd arr as men: 

But be who fiudics nature's laws, 

From certain truth his maxims draws ; 

And thole, without our ſchools, fuller 
To make men moral, good, and wilc, 
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\DESCRIPTION or a MAN 
PERISHING ix Tur SNOW, 


ou WHENCE REFLECTIONS ARE RAISED 


ON THE MISERIES OF LIFE. 


[Tn0u508,] 


As thus the ſ10ws ariſe ; and foul, and herce, 

All winter drives along the darken'd air ; 

lu bis own looſc-revolving fields, the fwarn 

Dilafter'd fands ; fees other hills afcend, 

Vf unknown joy le le brow ; and other ſcenes, 

Vf horrid profpett, ſhag the tracklc(s plaw: 

Nor finds the river, nor the ſorcſi, hid 

beneath the formleſs wild; but wanders on 

Hom bill to dale, fill more and more aftray ; 

impaticnt flouncen, through the thriſted heaps, 

ung with the thoughts of home; the thoughts of 
home 

Ruſh on bis nerves, and call then ig Forth 

e many s vain anempt, How banks his foul! 

What black deſpair, what honor fills has bean ! 

Whey for the duſky ſpit, which ſaucy ſcagu 4 

Hu 1ltcd rottage muh; through the ſnow, 
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He meets the roughneſs of the middle waſte, 
Far from the track, and bleſt abode of man; 
While round him night reſfiſtleſs cloſes fall, 
And ey'ry tempeſt howling o'er his head, 
Renders the ſavage wilderneſs more wild, 
Then throng the buſy ſhapes into h's mind, 
Of cover'd pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire deſcent ; beyond the pow'r of froſt, 
Of faithleſs bogs ; of precipices huge, 
$mooth'd up with ſnow ; and what is land, unknown, 
What water, of the flill unfrozen ſpring, 

In the looſe marſh or ſolitary lake, 

Where the freſh fountain from the bottom boils, 
Theſe check his fearful ſteps, and down he ſinks 
Beneath the ſhelter of the ſhapeleſs drift, 
Thinking o'er all the bitterneſs of death 

Mix'd with the tender anguiſh nature ſhoots 
Through the wrung boſom of the dying man, 
His wife, bis children, and his friends unſcen, 
In vain for him th'officious wife prepares 

The fire ſair-blazing, and the vellment warm; 
In vain his little children peeping out 

lato the mingled florm, demand their fire 
With tears of artleſs innocence, Alas! 

Nor wile, nor children more ſhall he be hold, 
Nor friends, nor ſacred home, On ev'ry nervs 
The deadly winter ſeizes; ſhuts wp fenle ; 


lad all th 


How mac! 


more c 
* name! 
How man 


but from 


known, 


ls, 


nks 
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ver his inmoſt vitals creeping cold, 
him along the ſnows, a fliffen'd corſe 


Ah, little think the gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleaſure, pow'r, and affluence ſurround, 


ad wanton, often cruel, riot waſte ; 

b little think they, as they dance along, 

low many feel, this very moment, death 

nd all the ſad variety of pain, 

w many fink in the devouring flood, 

more devouring flame. How many bleed, 
ſhameful variance betwixt man and man. 

Row many pine in want, and dungeon glooms , 
But from the common air, and common uſe 

V their own limbs, How many drink the cup 
Di baleful grief, or cat the bitter bread 

DV! miſery, Sore pierc'd by wintry winds, 

how many fink into the ſordid hut 

M cheerleſs poverty, How many ſhake 

With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 
bounded paſſion, madneſs, guilt, remorle, 
low many, rack'd with honeſt paſſions, drop 
ki dcep retw'd diflreſs, How many land 
bund the death-bed of their deareſt friends, 
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ich'd out, and bleaching in the northern blaſt. 


who their thoughtleſs hours in giddy mirth, 


Aud point the partang anguith, Thought fond mes, 
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Of theſe, and all the thouſand nameleſs ills, 
That one inceſſant ſtruggle render life, 
One ſcene of toil, of ſuffering, and of fate, 
Vice in his high carcer would ſtand appall'd, 
And heedleſs rambling impulſe learn to think; 
The conſcious heart of charity would warm, 
And her wide wiſh benevolence dilate ; 
The ſocial tear ariſe, the ſocial ſigh; 
And into clear perfettion, gradual bliſs, 
Refining till, the ſocial paſhons work. 


— — < ec. — „„ 


. 


[Tuons08,] 


Muorranc, the winds at eve, with Hut 
point, 
Blow bollow-bluſt'ring from the ſouth, Subdu'd, 
The froſt reſolves into a tncklang thaw, 
Spotted the mountains ſhine ; looſe flew deſcends 
And floods the country round. The nvers two, 
Of bonds impaticut, Sudden from the hills, 
Oe rocks and woods in broad brown cataratls, 
A chouſaud lnow-lcd torrents ſhoot at wiice | 
And where they ruſh, the wide refounding plow 
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lt one ſli my waſte. Thoſe ſullen ſeas 

at waſh'd th'ungenial pole, will reſt no more 
cath the ſhackles of the mighty north; 

rouſing all their waves, reliftleſs heave, 
hark ! the length'ning roar continuous runs 
the riſted deep: at once it burſts, 

Jad piles a thouſand mountains to the clouds. 

| fares the bark, with trembling wretches charg'd, 
tot amid the floating fragments, moors 

ath the ſhe lier of an icy iſle, 

While night o'erwhelms the ſea, and horror looks 
horrible, Can human force endure 
'oſembled miſchicfs that be ſicge them round 
He ing hunger, fainting wearineſs, | 
The roar of winds and waves, the cruſh of ice, 

Nov cealing, now renew'd with louder rage, 

Aud u. duc echors bellowing round the main. 

Moc io embroil the deep, Leviathan 

And bus unwerldy train in dreadful ſyort 

lenpelſt the looſen'd brine, while thro" the gloop: 
Is from the bleak 1abofpitable ſhore, | 
lading the winds, is heard the bungry bow! 
DUifamith'd monfiers, there awaiting wiee ker 

„ Wo Providence, that eorrauating eye, = 

h, cs down with pity on the feeble toil 

| W monals loft to hope, and lights them lat. 

plu WH rough all this drcary Labyrinth of He 
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REFLECTIONS ox a FUTURE STATE, 


FROM A REVIEW OF WINTER, 


ſTuonso0N,] 


Tu dread Winter ſpreads his late ſi gloe 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer d year, 
How dead the vegetable kingdom lics ! 
How dumb the taneful ! Horror wide extends 
His deſolate domain, Behold, fond man; 
See here thy piftur'd life ; pa's ſome few years, 
Thy flow'ring Spring, thy Summer's ardent flreng 
Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, 
| And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, 
And ſhuts the ſcene, Ah! whither now arc fic 
Thoſe dreams of greatneſs ? thoſe unſolid hopes 
Of happineſs? thoſe longings after fame ? 
Thoſe reftleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days ? 
Thoſe gay-ſpent, fellive nights? thoſe »v 
thoughts 
Loſt between good and ill, that fhar'd thy life? 
All now are vanith'd ! Vinue ſole ſurvives, 
Immonal never-{ailing fricad of man, 
His guide to happineſs on high. And fee! 
In come, the glorious morn ! the ſecond birt 
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Vf neaven and carth ! awak'ning nature hears 
ery beighten'd form, from pain and death 
ever free. The great eternal ſcheme, 

wolving all, and in a p rec whole 

wing as the proſpect wider ſpreads, 
[oreaſon's eye refin'd, clears up apace. 

ſt winly wiſe ! ye blind preſumptuous ! now, 
xd in the duſt, adore that Power, 
Wiſdom oft arraign'd ; ſee now the cauſe, 
y unaſſuming worth in ſecret liv'd, 

| dy'd, negleted : why the good man's ſhare 
| iſe was gall and bitterneſs of ſoul : 

Why the lone widow and her orphans un' d 
farving ſolitude ; while luxury, 

vpalaces, lay raining her low thought, 

e lm unreal wants: why heaven-born truth, 
lad moderation fair, wore the red marks 

N uperflition's ſcourge : why licens'd pain, 
kn cruel ſpoiler, that cmboſom d for, 

aner d all our bliſs, Ye good diſtreft 

I noble few | who here unbending land 
.eath life's prefluce, yet bear up a while, 

Wd what your bounded view, which only fav 
halle part, deem'd evil is no more: 

Nic lune of Winry Tine will quickly pals 
ch bd one unbounded Spring le all, 


FATE, 


| gloc 


fe ? 
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AN HYMN oxs Tis SEASONS, 


[Tuomz0N,] 
— 


TT ness, as they change, Almighty Father, theſe, 
Are but the varied GOD. The rolling year 

Is full of Thee, Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love. 

Wide fluſh the fields; the ſoft'ning air is balm ; 
Echo the mountains round ; the foreſt ſmiles ; 

And ev'ry ſenſe, and ev'ry heart is joy. 

Then comes thy glory in the Summer-months, 
With light and heat refulgent, Then thy ſun 
Shoots full perfettion through the ſwelling year : 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks; 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſp'ring galc: 
Thy bounty ſhines in Autums unconſin'd, 

And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives, 

In Winter awful thou! with clouds and forms 
Around thee thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt 7007 d. 
Majeſtic darkneſs ! on the whirtwind's wing, 
Riding ſublime, thou bid f the warld adore, 
And humble nature with thy northern ball. 
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Mylerious round ! what ſkill, what force divine, 
key felt, in theſe appear; a ſimple train, 

« ſo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind art, 

c beauty and beneficence combin'd ; 

, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoft'ning into ſhade : 

ad all ſo forming an harmonious whole, 

t, as they fill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 
wand'ring oft, with brute unconſcious gaze, 

n marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand. 
u, ever buſy, Wheels the filent ſpheres ; 

locks in the ſecre* deep: ſhoots, Reaming, thenee 
far profuſion that o' erſpreads the Spring; 

np from the ſun direct the flaming day; 

eds evV'ry creature; hurls the tempeſt forth ; 

as on carth this grateful change revolves, 


ud tranſport touches all the ſprings of life, 


Nuure attend ! join ev'ry living ſoul, 

the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 

woration join ; and ardent, raiſe 

gen val ſong! To Him, ye vocal gales, 

ſoft, whoſc Spirit in your freſhaels breathes | 
Wh of Him in ſolitary glooms ! 

kar, o'er the rock, the ſcarcely waving pine 

he brown ſhade with a religious awe. 

Mie, whole bolder note is heard afar, 

flake th „leb world, lift high to hen 


Wo 


2 
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Th' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you ng 
His praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 
Ye ſofter floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale ; and thou, majeſtic main, 

A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 

Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 
Soft roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flo 
In mingled clouds to him, whoſe ſun cxalts, 
Whoſe breath perſumes you, and whoſe pencil pa: 
Ye foreſts bend, ye harveſts wave, to him; 
Breathe your ſlill ſong into the reaper's heart, 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
Ye that keep watch in heaven, as carth aſleep 
Unconſcious lies, efluſe your mildeſt beams, 
Ye conſtellations, while your angels firike, 
Amid the ſpangled ky, the filver lyre. 
Great ſource of day ! beſt image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world o world, the vital accan round: | 
On nature wite with every beam his proic. 
The thunder rolls ; be buſb'd the profirate warli 
While cloud 40 cloud returns the folomn byms 
Blear out aſeſh, yo bills: ve molly rocks, 
[LET ITY the found : the broad nen low = 
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balleys, raiſe ; for the Great Shepherd reigns ; 

A bis anſuffering kingdom yet will come. 

L woodlands all, awake; a boundleſs ſong 

from the groves! and when the reſileſs day 

ring, lays the warbling world aſleep, 

neſt of birds l ſweet Philomela charm 

& lil ning ſhades, and teach the night his prailc. 

echief, for whom the whole creation (miles, 

| once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
the great hymn! in ſwarming cities vaſt, 

men, to the deep organ join 

long-reſounding voice, oft breaking clew, 

ſolemn pauſes, through the ſwelling baſe; 

n each mingling flame increaſes each, = 

me united ardor riſe to heaven. 

you rather chooſe the rural ſhadc, 

find a fanc in ev'ry ſacred grove ; 

nee let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 

me prompting feraph, and the poct's lyre, 

il bag the Cob of Seaſons as they roll. 

me, when I forget the darling theme, 

weiber the bloſſom blows, the Summer 

Leis the plain, inſpiring Autumn gleams ; 

Winter riſes in the black'ning caſt ; 

Veo tongue mute, my fancy paint no more , 

We, dead 10 joy, forget my heart to bent 

* 
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Should fate command me to the fartheſt verge 
Of the green earth, to diſtant bard'rous climes, 
Rivers unknown to ſong ; where firſt the ſun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
Flames on th'Atlantic iſles ; tis nought to me: 
Since Cop is ever preſent, ever felt, 

In the void waſte as in the city full ; 

And where he vital breathes there muſt be joy, 
When ev'n at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 
And wing my myſlic flight to future worlds, 

I cheerful will obey : there with new pow'rs, 
Will ning wonders ſing. I cannot go 
Where Univerſal Love not ſmiles around, 
Suſtaining all yon orbs, and all their ſons 
From ſeeming evil ill educing good, 

And better thence again, and better ſlill, 

In infinue progreſhon, But 1 loſe 

Myſelf in bim, in Licurt INT rA 
Come then, expreſſive Glence, muſe his praile. 


— 
— 
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AND A TALE RELATIVE TO IT, 


[Tuousox.] 
— U 
Soon as the morning trembles o'er the ſky, 
hid unperceiv'd, unfolds the ſpreading day; 
Me the ripen'd field the reapers ſtand, 
k far array ; each by the laſs he loves, 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 
Y umeleſe gentle offices her toil, 
k once they ſloop and ſwell the Luſty ſheaves: 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk 
due harmleſs, to deceive the tedious time, 
And Neal unſelt the ſultry hours away. 
Mad the maſler walks, builds up the ſhocks ; 
u, conſcious, glancing oft on ev'ry fide 
A* led eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners ſpread around, and here and therg, 
we afier ſpike, their ſcamy harveſt pick, 
& not too narrow, huſbandmen | but fling 
lun the full ſheaf, with charitable ficalth, 
ac la handful, Think, O grateful think 
bw good the Gh of Harvelt is to you ; 
Mo pours abundance o'er your owing fie lde, 
| M # 
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While theſe unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide hover round you, like the fowls of heaven, 


And aſk their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder ; that your ſons may want 
What now, with hard reluftance, faint, ye give, 


The lovely young Lavinia once had friends; 
And fortune ſmil'd deceitful on her birth. 
For, in her belpleſs years depriv'd of all, 

Of ev'ry flay, ſave innocence and heaven, 
She with her widow'd mother, fecble, old, 
And pom, liv'd in a cottage far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woody vale ; 

But more by baſbful modefly, conceal'd, 
Together chus they fhun'd the crucl ſcorn 
Which virtue, funk to poverty, would mcc! 
From giddy paſhon and low-minded pride 
Almoſt on nature's common bounty fed ; 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Coment, and carcleſs of to-morrow's fare. 
Her form was frefber than the morning ve, 
When the dew wets #45 leaves ; unſtain'd and put 
As us the lily ar the mountain Tuow, 

The mode H vicurs mingled in hes eyes, 

bill on the ground de, danting all 
The bun bee % the Wonning l 
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0; when the mournful tale her mother told, 


Of what her faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 
Tirill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of ev'ning, ſhone in tears. A native grace 
* in fair proportion d on her poliſh'd limbs, 

fal'd in a fimple robe, their beſt ature, 
ond the pomp of dreſs: for lovelineſs 
ſeeds not the foreign aid of ornament, 
In is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moſt, 
Troughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was beauty's ſelf, 
letluſe amid the cloſe embow'ring woods, 
k in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 
cath the ſhelter of encircling hills, 
4 nynle riſes, far from human eye, 
lad breathes its balmy fragrance oer the wild; 
v douriſh'd blooming, and unſeen by all, 
Tix ſweet Lavinia ; till at length compell'd 
þ frong neceſlity's ſupreme command, 
With ſmiling patience in ber looks, ſhe went 
loglean Palemon's fields. The pride of ſwains 
Memon was, the gen'rous and the rich; 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
kad elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
nm from ancient uncorrupted times ; 
Wien tyrant cuſtom had nut tackled wan, 
ku free to follow nature was the mode, 
Wk they bas fancy with autumnal ICeucs 


[1h 


And more than vul;ar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, | 
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Amuling, chanc'd beſide his reaper train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his cye ; 
Unconſcious of her pow'r, and turning quick 
With unaffefted bluſhes from his gare: 

He ſaw her charming, but he ſaw not half 

The charms her downcaſt modeſty conceal'd. 
That very moment love and chaſte deſire 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown ; 

For flill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field; 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he ſigh ' d. 


„What pity ! that fo delicate a form, 
* By beauty kindled, where enliv*ning ſenſe * 


* Should be devoted to the rude embrace 

% Of ſome indecent clown She looks, methuuks, 
* Of old Acafto's line ; and to my mind 

*% Recalls chat patron of my happy liſc, 

+ From whom my lib'ral fortune took its rife; 

No 10 the duft gone down ; his houſes, lands, BF" More | 
+ And once ſair-dpreading ſamily dilloly'd. 
I ſaid, that in ome lone obſcure review, 

* Urg'd by remembrance fad, and decent proce, 
Fu thole ferns which knew thei beter Ge 
4 His aged widow and his daughter hve, 
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ow yet my fraiclefs ſearch could never find. 
Lomantic wiſh ! would this his daughter were!“ 


k | 
When, ina enquiring, from herſelf he found, 
+ was the ſame, the daughter of his friend, 
. tountiful Acaſto ; who can ſpeak 
mingled paſſions that ſurpriz'd his heart, 

Id through his nerves in ſhiv'ring tranſport ran ? 
laugh, n blaz'd his ſmother'd flame, avow'd, and bold; 
n, id as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 

we, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 

Latus'd, and frigh:ed at his ſudden tcars, 

fr ning beauncs fluſh'd a higher bloom, 

bi thus Palemon, paſſionate and juſt, 

* Nad out the pious rapture of his ſoul, 
dwell, } 


Aud art thou then Acaſto's dear remains 
thanks, be, whom my reftlels gratitude has fought 
"$0 long in vain: O heavens! the very fame, 
The luſten'd image of my noble friend, 
iſe ; * Alive hu ev'ry look, his ev'ry feature, 
lands, BY" More elegantly touch d. Sweeter than Spring 
Thou folc ſurviving bloſſom from the root 
at, " That nownlh'd up wy fortunc! Say, ab where, 
made, in what ſeguelter'd deſart haſt thou drawn 
407 GR The Kade pet of delighted heaven / 
"Into ſuch beauty ſproad, and blown ſo fair ; 
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Though — wink, — ah 
Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years ? 
O let me now, into a richer ſoil 

„ Tranſplant thee ſafe, where vernal ſuns and ſhow! 
* Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence ; 

% And of my garden be the pride and joy! 
Ill in befirs thee, O it ill beſus 

„% Acaſto's daughter, his, whoſe open ſlorcs, 
* Tho' vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, 
The father of a country, thus to pick 
The very refuſe of tholc harveſt fields, | 
„ Which from his boumtcous ſnend{hip I enjo!, TH 
++ Then throw that ſhameful pittance from thy hai: 
* But all apply'd 10 ſuch a rugged taſk ; 

* The fields, the maſter, all, my fair, arc thine; 
4 If to the various bleflings which thy houſe 

_ + Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 

+ That dearet bliſs, the pow'r of blefling thee!” 


Y 
RE, 
le cry fe 


Dy 0, ] 


Here ceas'd the youth : yet Hill his ſpeaking che 
Expreſs d the ſacred triumph of his foul, 
With confcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd, 
Nat wanted he reply, Won by the charn 
Of goodnels irvcliflible, and all 
In sweet dilarder Loft, the bluſh'd confent, 
The news amcdinic to het mathcr brought 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 18; 
—— — _ 
While, picrc'd with anxious thought, ſhe pin'd away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate ; 
iu d. and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 
oy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam 
Of eting life ſhone on her ev'ning hours, 

Xt leſs enraptur'd than the happy pair; 

Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear'd 
wmerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, 

ind good, the grace of all the country round. 


K ˖ ( 2 


THE ROYAL PENITENT, 


[Das.) 
thanc ; : — 
; . REAT Gov! with conſcious bluſhes, lo I come 
gl Way for pardon, or receive my doom: 
| O, 1 dic when 1 thy anger meet, 
; alma I lay my body st thy feet, 
ang oye 


bow can I dare to fuc for a reprieve ? 

mall in Go ? and muſt my GoD forgive ? 

ay jullice will not let thy mercy flow, 

ke then, O ke, and give the deadly blow, 
Wo 1 fill live ? and do 1 live o prove 

ic exhauſted tokens of thy Love ? 

MW ecxample'd gouducls wounds ne more, 

Pl e's the wrath I ccd betas. 
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OI am all a blot, the fouleſt ſhame 
Has Rtain'd my ſceptre, and diſgrac'd my name: 
A name which once I could with honour boaſt, 
But now———the father of the people's loſt. 
Though in the ſecret paths of fin I trod, 

Yet do not quite ſorſake me, O my Go 
'Tis thou alone canſt caſe me of my pain, 

Thy healing hand can waſh out ev'ry ſlain, 
Can purge my mind, and make the leper clean. 
Though darkly thy myſterious prophet ſpoke, 
Whilſt from his lips the fatal meſſage broke; 
Fix'd and amar d I Rood confounded whole, 
Too ſoon his dreadful meaning reach'd my ſoul : 
Thou art the man, has fix'd a deadly ſmart, 
Thou art the man, lies throbbing at my bean, 
I am whatc'er thy anger can expreſs, 

Nor can my ſorrow make my ſollics leſs, 


Rais d and exalted to the firſt degree, 
Thy heav'nly will had made the monarch free : 
Indulg'd in cafe, 1 rul'd without controul, 
And w its wimolt with enjoy'd my foul : 
Vun bolt of pow'r which vaniſh'd into arr, 
Since 1 forgot the LoD who h d me there, 
Was it for this thou gas f the glonous land, 
And thy own flock commurcd to my h. 
Was 1 the ſhepherd 40 go fOirft afliay, 
TH] ianocence Hichf became wy prey / 
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jj! no—the fault was mine, I fland alone, | 
& thine the praiſe who plac'd me on the throne, 
Tic guilt, the folly, and the ſhame my own. ſ 
In at my birth the fatal Rain began, 

bd growing vice purſu'd me into man: 

Io cloſe I follow'd where inticemem led, 

bod in the pleaſing ruin plung'd my head. 

low wretched is the man, how loſt his mind, 
Mom pleaſures ſoften, and whom paſhons blind 
Ibould have met the fors with equa) fires, 

had bravely combated my own defires ; 
hould———but O too ſoon I fell, for fin 

bi brib'd my heart, aud made a friend within, 


To plead ſurpriſal is a poor abule, 

What can 1 ſay to palliate, or excuſe ? 

ke through all, though conlcicnce did her part, 
laſcience the faithful guardian of the hea ; 

bow vile mull 1 appear, bow loft a thing, 

lit worlt of tyrants, and no more a kits, 

, do not thou my abet fate defpile, 

. let my foul find favor in thy cycs ; 

laugh loathſome is my come, aud foul the lam, 
1 ac bumble lupphant neves kucils 14 vatn, 


let 


Anmaing trons 1 my boſom roll, 
kad damp the za, viger of my foul ; 
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'Tis guilt, "tis conſcious guilt that ſhakes my frame 
That chills my ardor and benights my flame ; 
Ah! mighty Gov, vouchſafe thy quick'ning ray, 
Chaſe from my mind thoſe ſable clouds away, 
One kind regard can give again the day. 
How few offenders by thy rigor fall, 

Thy pity intervenes and ſhelters all; 

Let me that vaſt extenſive pity find, 

And kindly blot my ſollies from thy mind: 
If c'er my artleſs youth was thy delight, 

If cer my ſoul was precious in thy fight, 

If it is worthy thy paternal care, 

Reſtore me to thyſelf, and fix me there : 

A gen'rous ardor to my breaſt impart, 

And let thy grace divine enlarge my heart, 
Then ſhould a thouſand gay deluſions nic, 
Should flatt'ring vice fit ſmiling in my cycs, 
Undaunted I will go my faith to prove, 

And give my Cob an inflance of my love ! 
The bright 4empiation ſhall before me flee, 
And my untainted foul hall reft on thee. 


, 


I fear like Saul 1 have incurr'd thy hate, 
And as 1 fill his throne ſhould ſhare bis fal 
Well 1 remember how ih infernal gust 
i umuluous boav'd, aud labor d an bus bicall; 
Amas d 1 faw his dreadful eve balls will, 
WU our connnucd earthquake fhouk bas (ww) 


Gul, 
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u frantic rage ſubſided as I play'd, 
had muſic's ſofter pow'rs the ſpright obey'd. 
Nov drops as uſcleſs from its maſter's hand ; 

ſternal corments in my boſom rage, 

ly ſharper griefs no muſic can alſwage : 

Ti thou alone canſt ſuccour the diftreſi, 

kd drive the ſullen fury from my breaſt. 

Whene'er the horrid deed I backward trace, 

Ny foul rolls inward, and forgets ber peace, 
Waking 1 dream, and in the ſilent night 

A fearful viſion Ralks beforc my ſight; 

The pale Uriah walks his dreadful round, 

* ſhakes his head, and points to ev'ry wound. 

0 foul diſgrace do arms! Who now will go 

1 ichs my bautles, and repel the for ? 

Who now to diſtant climes for fame will roam, 
lolall at laſt by &reachery at home ? 

Lahurt the coward may to ages fland, 

lhe brave can only die by my command : 

V bold my brain, 40 wild difiratuon wrought, 

will not, cannot bear the pantul thought; 

V, de not fly me for thy mercics ſake, „ 
lun thee, O turn, and hear the wretched tpcak ; 
Ls felſ-condewn'd thy knechng lervant fave, 

Ml rae a dr99p1g manarch from the grave, 


190 — OF THE POETS, 


— ———ñääñͤ—— — — AAR Page 


Speak, mighty Goo! cad bid the fopplias by 
Let my charm'd ears but hear the word--Forgr-; 
My muſe ſhall ſpread the joyful tidings round, 
And to remoteſt worlds convey the ſound ; 
And taught by me ſhall wonder at thy love: 
No more their minds ignobler fires ſhall warm, 
But looſer pleaſures want a pow'r to charm : 

My firm reſolve ſhall their example be, 

To place their truſt in virtue and in Thee. 

By other hands let the mute herd be ſlain, 

And on a thouſand altars ſmoke in vain; 

Theſe tcars my better advocates ſhall be, 

No poor atoning man ſhall die for me ; 

My penitence ſhall att a nobler part, 

I bring a broken and a contrite heart: 

But O, if firifier juſtice muſt be done, 

And my relentleſs fate comes rolling on, 

I land the mark, whatever is decreed, 

Be Ifracl ſafe, and let its monarch bleed : 

On me, on me thy utmoſt vengeance take, 

But ſpare my people for thy merczcs fake ; 

O let Jeruſalem to ages Rand, 

Build thou her walls, and ſpread ber wade commands 
80 fall thy name for ever be ador'd, 

And future worlds like me fhall bleſs the IL 
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GRONGAR HILL. 


([Dyzn.] 


§uxxr Nymph, wich curious eye ! 
Who, the purple ev'ning, lie 
On the mountain's lonely van, 
Beyond the noiſe of buſy man ; 
Painting fair the form of things, 
While the yeHow linnet fings ; 

Or the tuneful nightingale 

Charms the foreſt with her tale; 
Come, with all thy various hues, 
Come, and aid thy fiſter Mule ; 
Now, while Pharbus riding high, 
Gives luſtre 10 the land and fly! 
Grongar Hill joviees my long, 

Draw the landſcape bright and flrong ; 
Grongar, in whole molly cells 
dweetly muling, Quict dwells ; 
Grongar, in whoſe filent ſhade, 

For the modeſt Muſes made, 

bo oft I have, the even fill, 

A the fountain of il, 

dat upon the flow'ry bed, 

With my hand bencath my head; 
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And firay'd my eyes o'er Towy's flood, 


Over mead and over wood, 
From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 


Till contemplation had her fill. 
About his chequer d ſides I wind, 


And leave his brooks and meads behind, 


And groves and grottoes where I lay, 
And viſtoes ſhooting beams of day : 
Wider and wider ſpreads the vale ; 

As circles on a ſmooth canal: 

The mountains round, (unhappy fate, 
Sooner or later, of all height!) 
Withdraw their ſummits from the ſkics, 
And leſſen as the others riſe : 

Adds a thouſand woods and mead: ; 
And finks the newly-riſen hill. 


Now, I gain the mountains brow, 
What a landſcape lics below |! 
No clouds, no vapors intervenc, 
But the gay, the open ſcene, 
Does the face of nature how, 
In all the hucs of heaven's bow ! 
And, ſwelling io embrace the light, 


OB 


Fo dre 
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Old caſtles on the cliffs ariſe, 
Proudly tow'ring in the ſkies | 
Ruſhing from the woods, the ſpires 
Seem from hence aſcending fires! 
Half his beams Apollo ſheds 
On the yellow mountain-he ads 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks ; 


| Aud glitten on the broken rocks ' 


Below me recs unnumber'd nſec, 
Beautiful in various dyes: © 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 
The yellow beech, the fable yew, 
The flegder Gr that taper grows, 


The fiurdy oak with þroad-{pread bougl. 


And beyond, the purple grove, 
Haunt of Phillis, queen of Love ! 
Lies a long and level lawn, 

Hold: and charms the wand'ring eye ; 
Deep ave his feet in Towy's Hood, 


His Gides arc cloath'd with waving woud, 


Ancient io cuwn his brow, 

That cal av awful lou below ; 

Whole ragged walls the ivy caceps, 

Aud with her arms from falling keeps , 
N 
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Tu now the raven's bleak abode ; 
Tis now th' apartment of the toad; 
And there the fox ſecurely feeds ; 
| And there the pois'nous adder breeds, | 
Conccal'd in ruins, moſs, and weeds, The 1 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder'd walls. 
Yet ume has ſeen, that lifts the low, 
And level lays the lofty brow, 

Has ſeen this broken pile complete, 
Big with the vanity of late ; 

But trankent is the ſmile of ſatc 
A lutle rule, a liule ſway, 

A ſun-beam 3n @ winter's day, 

Is all the proud and mighty have 


And ice the rivers how they run, 0 
Through woods aud mcads, in ſhade and fun, bo luck 
Sometimes ſwift and ſomciimes flow, bo we 4 
Wave ſucceeding wave, they yo 
A vanious journcy to the derp, 
Like bumesn life o cudlels flecp ! 


Thus is naturc's vellure wrought, 


19 tere our wand'rnng thought ; 


nd fun, 


Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 


To diſperſe our cares away. 


Ever charming, ever new, 
When will the landſcape tire the view ! 
The fountain's fall, the nver's flow, 
The woody vallies, warm and low ; 
The windy ſummit, wild and high, 
Roughly ruſhing on the ſky ! 
The pleaſant ſeat, the ruin'd tow'r, 
The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r ; 
The town and village, dome and farm, 
Each give to each a double charm, 


As pearls upon an Aithiop's arm, 


See on the mountain's fouthern fide, 
Where the proſpctt opens wide, 
Where the c mung gilde the tide ; 

How cloſe and ſmall the hedges lic 


What flreaks of meadows crols the eye ! 


ey methinks may paſs the flream,y 
80 lutle diſtant dangers lcem; 
bo we miltake the future's face, 
Ld through Hope's deluding gal. 
As you umme Loft and fail, 
Lad in calows of the 440, 
Which 40 thoſe who juurucy 164, 
dey, brown, aud eb 4411s 
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Graſs and flowers Quict treads, 
On the meads and mountain-heads, 
Still we tread the ſame coarſe way, 
The preſent's fill a cloudy day. 


O may I with myſelf agree, 
And never covet what I ſee: 
Content me with an humble ſhade, 
My paſſion tam'd, my wiſhes laid ; 
For while our wiſhes wildly roll, 
We baniſh Quiet from the ſoul : 
"Tis thus the buſy beat the air; 
And miſers gather wealth and care, 


Now, ev'n now, my joys run high, 1. 
As on the mountain-turf ] he; 4 4 
While the wanton zephyr lings, 4 To 
And in the vale perfumes his wing; 4 1 
While the walls murmur deep ; 
While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep : 
While the birds unbounded fly, 

And with muſic fill the fy, 
Now, cn now, my joys run high. 


Be full, ye counts, be great who wall: " ts 
dearch for peace with all your nl | 
Open vide the lofty door, 10 
Seck het an the mantle Haar, | 
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2 ſhe is not there ; 

In vain ye ſearch the domes of carc | 

Along with Peace ſhe's cloſe ally'd, 
Ever by each other's fide, 

And often, by the murm'ring till, 


Hears the thruſh, while all is ell, 
Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 


r ——— - A ON EN OE TEN CEECENEO — IR 


EDWIN aro ANGELINGA, 


Coburn.) 


| Tos N. geitle hermis of the dale, 


” And guide my lonely way, 
" To where you taper cheers the vale 
„Wh hoſpuattc ray 


For here forlorn and loft 1 weed, 
With anten Reps and flow ; 

' Where wilds amnmealurably fprecd, 
dec Length ming as 1 go.” 


all; ” Forbeas, way fon," the here et, 
| ' 14 cans the dangerous gleoun ; 
' Fas yonde: Larthlols phoawmiem e 
' 1 6 lars tos iu $iy eee 
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Here to the houſeleſs child of want, 
„My door is open ftill : 

And though my portion is but ſcant, 
„I give it with good will. 


** Then turn to night, and freely (hare 
* Whatc'er my cell beſtows ; 
My ruſby couch, and frugal fare, 


6 My bleſſing and repoſe, 
No flocks that range the valley free, _ 
* To ſlaughter I condemn; | 0 
„ Taught by that Power that pitics me, The | 
I learn to pity them, | 2 
But from the mountain's grafly (ide, 1 
* A guildeſs feaſt I bring; 80 
„A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, And: 
And water from the ſpring, " 


++ Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; 
All carth-born cares are wrong ; 

++ Man wants but lutle here below, 
Nor wants that lute long,” 


volt as the dew from heaven deſcends, 
Has geutle accents fel) ; 
The model Hanger lowly bends, 
| Aid follows 10 the cell 
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Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 

The lonely manſion lay ; 
4 A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
And firangers led aſtray. 


No flores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 

The wicket opening with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair, 


And now when buſy crowds retire 
To take their ev'ning reſt, 

The hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his penſive gueſt: 


Aud ſpread his vegetable flore, 
And gayly preſi and ſmil'd; 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd, 


Around in ſympathetic murth 
lis wicks the kitten tries; 

The crncket chirrups in the hearth, 
The crackling faggot flies, 


To lan the franger's wor ; 
Fur grief was heavy #4 bis heart, 
Aud ears biogas 40 How, 


80, 
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His riſing cares the hermit ſpy'd, 
Aud whence, unhappy youth,” he ct 
The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


From better babitations ſpurn's, 
** Relufiant doſt thou rove ; 

Or grieve for friend{bip unreturm d, 
** Or unregarded love ? 


** Alas! the joys that ſortume brings, 
** Arc willing and decay; 

And thoſe who prize the paltry things, 
+ More trafling fill than they, 


+ And what is friendſhip but a name, 
A charm chat falle 40 fleep ; 
A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
But leaves the wretch to weep ? 


'+ And love is tall an canpiier ſound, 
„The modern fair one's ge; 

„On carth uwalcen, or only found 
Ie warm the tunes neſt, 


For thame, found youth, thy Lorows hub 


*+ Aud {pur the bes,” be fad; 
Bui while be ipoke, # rhag bulb 
Hu lovc-dorn guclt beizsy's. 


BEAUTIES OF THE FOETS. 201 


OE CS — ñků ů b — 


Surpriz'd, be fees new beauncs riſe 
Swift maniling to the view, 
cy, Like colours o'er the morning ſkies ; 
As bright, as tranken: too. 


The baſhſul look, the rifing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms ; 

The lovely firanger Rands conſe ſi, 
A maid, in all her charms. 


Aud, Ab, forgive a Qiranger rude, 
„ A erich ſorlorn, the cry d; 
8* +4 Whoſe fect unhal low d thus intrude 
* Where beaven and you refide t 


But let # maid thy pity hare, 
Whom love has taught 40 fray; 
"a + Who fecks for reſt, but Gnds defpars 
| * Compamon of her way. 


My father l d befide the Tyne, 
* A wealiby lord was he; | 
And ol bis wealth was mark'd as mane, 
+ He had but only me, 


s hab i © To win ae drom bus tender arms, 
+ Uanumber'd unte K ant; 
e provi'd me for eee eee 
' And ich as Lien d & Hanse 
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Each hour a mercenary crowd 
„Wich richeſt proffers trove : 
Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
+ But never talk'd of love. 


* In humble, Gmpleſt habit clad, 
Nor wealth nor power had he; 
„ Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 
++ But theſe were all to me, 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 
The dews of heaven refin'd, 
Could nought of purny diſplay, 

** To emulate his mind. 


+ The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
* With charms inconftant ſhine ; 


+ Their charms were his, but woe to me, 


Their conflancy was mine, 


For Ul I wy'd cach fickle ant, 

„ Importunate and vain; 
' And while his paſhon touch'd my beer, 
+] eumpb'd in bis pain, 


* Tll quite dezebied with my Tenn, 
' He left wie o wy pride; 

„ And fought a lolitude forlom, 
In ſectet, where he dy'd, 
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« But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
4 And well my life ſhall pay; 
' ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
And firetch me where he lay. 


And there forlorn deſpairing hid, 
* Ill lay me down and die: 

4 'Twas ſo for me that Edwin did, 
And fo for him will 1.” 


Forbid it, heaven!” the hermit cry'd, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt; 

The wond'r.ng fair one turn'd to chide, 
'Twas Edwin's (elf that preſs'd. 


+ Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
My charmer, turn to fee 

Thy own, thy long loſt Edwin here, 
 Reftor'd to love and thee, 


' Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
* And ev'ry care relign : 

' And ſhall we never, never part, 
' My hie- all that's mine 7 


al, 


Noe, never from this hour to part; 
WI! live aud love fo truc ; 

» The Ggh that rends thy conflaut hea, 
'* Shall lc thy Edwin's 160, 


= 2 


EU POLIS“ HYMN to tus CREATO 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 


— FA —— — — Is 


. ˙ ͤ—tö ra CITING 


FROM THE IX. 


[Wistev.) 


Avon of Being, ſource of light, 


Fullneſs, goodneſs, rolling round 
Thy own fair orb without a bound; 
Whether thee thy ſuppliznts call 
Truth, or Good, or One, or All, 
Ei, or lao; thee we hail, 
Eflence that can never Tail, 
(Grecian or Barbaric name, 


Thee, when morung greets the frac 
Wich roly checks and bumid eyes ; 


Thee, when wert dechaing day 


Aud teach the world o na, and low 


Sinks in purple waves aws) ; 
Thee will I Gag, O parent Jorr, 


Yonder aug vault an high, 
3 vides blut, low, 14 uid is 


— 
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Earth on irs firm baſis plac'd, 

And with circling waves embrac'd, 

All Creating Pow'r confcſs, 

All their mighty Maker bleſs. 

Thou ſhak H all nature with thy nod, 

Sea, carth, and air conſcſe thee COD! 

Yet does thy pow'rful hand ſuſtain, 

Both carth and heaven, both firm and mais. 


ATO 


Scarce can our daring thought ariſe 
To thy pavilion in the flacs ; 
Nor can Plito's (elf declare 
The bliſs, the joy, the rapture there, 
Barren above thou doll not reign, = 
But circled with a glorious tram, 
The fons of Go, the ſons of light, 
Ever joving in thy fight : 
{For thee their Glver harps arc Hung 
Angclic forms their voices rail, 
Aud thro) heaven's ach refound thy plane 


The ſcather' d fouls that ſwim the ar, 
Aud bathe 1s liquid wther there, 
The lack, precemter of their choir, 
I. ading them higher fell and highe!, 
Len and learn ; th angelt notes 
Roprating 16 thru watblang throws, 
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And ere to ſoft repoſe they go, 

Teach them to their lords below: 

On the green tarf, their moſly neſt, 
The ev'ning anthem ſwells their breaſt, 
Thus like thy golden chain from high, 
Thy praiſe unites the carth and ſky, 


Source of light, thou bid'it the ſun 
On his burning axle run; 
The ſlars like duſt around him fly, 
And firew the ares of the ſky. 
He drives fo ſwift his race above, 
Mortals can't perceive him move : 
So ſmooth his courſe, oblique or rait, 
Olympus ſhakes not with his weight, 
And as the queen of ſolemn night 
Fills at his vaſe the orb of light, 
Imparted luſtre : thus we fee, 
The ſolar virtue ſhines by thee, 


Eirefone we'll no more, 
Imaginary pow'r adore ; 
Since ail, and wool, and cheerful wine, 
Thy herbage, O great Pan, ſuſtains 
The flacks that graze Gur Ati plains ; 
The olive, with feilt verdure crown'd, 
Rifles pregnant fam the ground , 
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At thy command it ſhoots and ſprings, 
And a thouſand bleſſings brings. 
Minerva, only is thy mind, 

Wiſdom, and bounty to mankind. 

The fragrant thyme, the bloomy roic, 
Herb, and flow'r, and ſhrub that grows 
On Theſſalian Tempe's plain, 

Or where the rich Sabeans reign, 

That treat the taſte, or ſmell, or fight, 
For food, for med'cine, or delight; 
Planted by thy parent care, 

Spring, and ſmile, and flowth there. 


O ye nurſes of foft dreams, 
Reedy brooks, and winding fircams, 
Or murm'ring o'er the pebbles ſheew, 
Or ſliding through the meadows green, 
Or where through matted ſedge you creep, 
Travelling to your parent decp ; 
bound his praiſe, by whom ye role, 
That fea, which neither bbs nor flow - 


O ye immortal woods and groves, 
Which dh“ cnameur'd fudent loves ; 
For thought and friendly converte wade 
Nad Hocadem, old bero, lies, 
Whole fhrine is fhaded from the bars, 
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And through the gloom of alent night 
Projefts from far its trembling light. 
You, whoſe roots deſcend as low, 
As high in air your branches grow : 
Your leafy arms to heaven extend, 
Bend your heads, in homage bend : 
Cedars, and pines, that wave above, 
And the oak belov'd of Jove. 


Omen, monlſler, prodigy, 
Or nothing are, or Jove from thee ! 
Whether various nature play, 
Or re-invers'd thy will obey, 
And to rebel man declare 
Famine, plague, or waſteful war, 
Laugh, ye prophanc, who dare deſpilc 
The threat'ning vengeance of the fhacs, 
Whilft the pious, on bis guard, 
Undiſmay'd is full prepar'd: 
Life or death, his mind's at ref, 


No evil can from thee proceed : 
IIe only fulfer'd, not decreed ; 
Dorkaels is not from the fun, 
Nor mount the fhades 44ll be 3s gow © 
From Facbus, and fill the Use; 
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Daughters of nothing and of ſhade. 


Can we forget thy guardian care, i 
Slow to puniſh, prone to ſpare | "i 
Thou break IU the haughty Perſian's pride, 
That dar d old occan's pow'r deride ; 
Their ſhipwrecks firew'sd the Eubean wave, 
At Marathon they found a grave. 

O ye bleſt Greeks who there expir'd, 
For Greece with pious ardor fbr d, 
Toſccure your endleſs praiſe / 

Or nced we monuments ſupply, 

To reſcue what can ncwer die 


And yet a greater hero far, 
fUnleſs great Socrates could <: 
Shall riſe to bleſs fome future day, 
And teach to hve, and teach to prey 
Come, Vaknown lofiruftor, come 1 
Ou leaping heans ſhall make thee rover 
Thou with Jove our vow: halt ſhare 
Of Jove and Thee we arc the care, 


O Father, King, whole bravenly face 
Shes leucht wn all thy race, 
O 
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We thy magnificence adore, 

And thy well-known aid implore ; 
Nor vainly for thy help we call ; 
Nor can we want : for thou art all! 


4 g OY _—_—— — — — 


— 


ELEGY ox Tu AFRICAN SLAVE 


[SHE XSTONE.,] 


WI Y droops this heart with fancy'd wor 
lorn 7 
Why finks my foul beneath cach wint'ry (ky 7 
What penſive crouds, by ceaſcleſs labours worn, 
What myriads wiſh to be as bleed as 1/7 


What though my roofs devoid of pomp ariſe 
Nor tempt the proud to quit his deſtin'd way 

Nor collly art my flow'ry dales diſguiſe, 
Where only Gmple Friendſhip deigns 10 flew 


dee the wild ſons of Lapland's chill domain, 
That froup thrir couch bencath the drafted tn 

How void of hope they ken the frozen plain, 
Where the 119 cl for £34 „ Over Vows 
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e tho I be, — 
ily Delia's eyes endear the bands 1 wear ; 
figh ſhe cauſes well becomes the brave, 
The pang ſhe cauſes tis ev'n bliſs to bear, 


—— — — 


the poor native quit the Lybian ſhores, 
Ah! not in love's delightful fetters bound 
Nor love, nor fame, nor friendſhip, heals his wound. 


vacant bards diſplay their boaſted woes ; 
Shall I the mockery of grief diſplay ? 

p; let the muſe his piercing pangs diſcloſe, 
Who bleeds and weeps his ſum of life away * 


. Wi the wild beach in mournſul guiſe he flood 

| Lie the ſhrill boatſwain gave the hated ligu, 
app d a tcar unſcen into the flood, | 

le le Hole one fecret moment to repine . 


" the Muſe liften'd to the plaints he made, 
n ) Wb moving plaints as nature could inſpire ; 
Wie the Mule bis tender plea convey'd, 
5 Bu dn and ſuited 10 the founding lyt- 
ed hi 


rol 
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Wyy am I raviſh'd from my native firand ? 
What ſavage race | a this i = gain? 
„Shall foreign plagues inſeſi this teeming land, 
And more than ſea-born monſters plough « 
main ? 


Here the dire locuſts' horrid ſwarms prevail; 
Here the blue aſps with livid poiſon ſwell; 
Here the dry dipſa writhes his Giouous wail ; 
Can we not here ſecure from envy dwell? 


++ When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chaſc, 
When the ſtern panther ſought his midnight pre 
** What fate referv'd me for this Chriſtian race 7! 
* O race more poliſh'd, more ſevere than the! 


Ve prow ling wolves! purſue my lateſt cries; 
„Thou hungry tyger! leave thy recking den, 
Ve ſandy walles | in rapid cddies riſe ; 
O tear me from the whips and ſcorns of me! 


Yet in their face ſuperior beauty glows : 
Are {miles the mien of rapine and of wrong 

et from their lip the vorce of mercy Hows, 
' And cn rcligon dwells upon their tongs 


| hpoks by « Negro 
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Of bliſsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes, 
« Where gentle minds, convey'd by Death, repair 
flain'd with blood, and crimſon'd o'er withcrimes, 
* Say, ſhall they merit what they paint ſo fair ? 


No, careleſs, hopeleſs of thoſe fertile plains, 
ul; * Rich by our toils, and by our ſorrows gay, 
ell; They ply our labours, and enhance our pains, 
l; * And feign theſe diſtant regions to repay. 


for them our tuſky elephant expares ; 

For them we drain the mine's embowell'd gold ; 
Where rove the brutal nation's wild defies ? 
Our limbs are purchas'd, and our lives are fold ! 


Jet hores there are, bleſs'd ſhores for us remain, 
ies; Aud ſavor d iſles, with golden ſruitage crown'd, 
; den e ruficd flow'rers paint the verdant plain, 

Where ev'ry breeze ſhall med'cine ev'ry wound- 


Pace the fern tyrant that embitters life, 
Shall, vaiuly ſuppliant, ſpread his aſking hand; 
wrong WH here hall we view the billows' raging fhrife, 
ws, Ad the kind breaft, and walt his boat 16 land,” 


1.4 
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The houſe appointed for all living. Jos, 


Winston aden the ſun, and ſome the ſat 


Some flee the city, ſome the hermitage , 

Their aims as various as the roads they take 

In journeying through life ; the taſk be mine 

To paint the gloomy horrors of the tomb ; 

Th' appointed place of rendezvous, where all 
Theſe trav'lers mect. Thy ſuccours I implore, 
Eternal King! whoſe potent arm ſuſlains 

The keys of bell and death. The Grave, dread than 
Men ſhiver when thou'rt nam'd: Nature appal'd 
Shakes off her womed firmdeſs, Ah how dat 
Thy long-extended realms, and rucſul waſtes : 


Where nought but flence reigns, and night, 6 


mght, 
Dark as was Chacs, cre the infant fun 
Was oll together, or had ty'd ts beams 
Athwan the gloom profound! The Becky tape 
By glaring the? thy low-brow'd mill y van 
(rd round with mouldy damps, d vo lun 
Lots fall a fupernumerary borer, 
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lad only ſerves to make thy right more irkſome. | 
Wl do I know thee by thy truſty yew, | 
Cheerlels, unſocial plant ! that loves to dwell | 
Walt ſculls and coffins, epitaphs and worms; 
Where light-heel'd ghoſts, and viſionary ſhades, 
kncath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Enbody'd, thick, perform their myſtic round. 
Jo other merriment, dull wee ! is thine, 


OB, 


det yonder hallow'd fanc the pious work 
f wames once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 
e And buried mien the wreek of things which were ; 
There he intcrr'd the more iHuftrious dead. 
I ſhe wind is up: hark! how it howls! Methinks, 
ore, ill now, I never heard a found fo dreary ; 

Doo creek, and windows clap, and night's foul bird 
rad d in the (pure, {crcams loud ; the gloomy aifles 
ppal's WS ak plaſicr'd, and hung round with ede of ſcui- 
dath cheons, | 
les Aud tatter'd coats of arms, 1cud back the ſound, 
ig, een with beavicr 4116, from the low vaults, 
ue mankous of the dad, Rous'd from their flum- 


bers, 
4 — gun. array the erl!, $466 Wars) ile, 
[ appt? Win horrebic 4 wig, 01:41atly lulica, 


aut dale and id paſe, bull d 4s the Lact of night. 
y Wn Wan the Krccc 1 Guicks WB ene found! 


1a bea. nn, at e n Land Fil chin. 
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Quite round the pile, a row of reverend clms, 
(Comval near with that) all ragged ſhew, 
Long laſh'd by the rude winds. Some rift half dow 
Their branchleſs trunks ; others ſo thin at top, 
That ſcarce two crows can lodge on the ſame tree, 
Strange things, the neighbours ſay, have happen 
herc; 
Wild ſhricks have iſſued from the hollow tombs ; 
Dead men have come again and walk'd about ; 
And the great bell has toll'd unrung, untouch'd. 
(Such tales their cheer at wake or goſſipping, 
When it draws near to witching time of night.) 


Oft in the lone church-yard at night I've ſeen, 
By glimpſe of moonſhine chequering thro? the trecy 
The ſchool-boy with his ſatchel in his hand, 
Whiflling aloud to bear his courage up; 

And lightly tipping oer the long flat flones, 
(Wah netles ſhirted, and with moſs o'ergrown, 
That tell in homely phraſe who lies below. 
Sudden he flarts, and hears, or thinks he hears, 
The found of ſomething purring at his heels ; 
Full fait he flies, and dares not look behind him, 
Till, out of breath, be overtakes his fellows, 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid appantien, tall and ghaftly, 

I bat walks at dead of night, or takes its Rar 
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Oer ſome new-open'd grave ; and (ſtrange to tell!) 
bariſhes at crow ing of the cock. 


The neu- made widow, 100, I've ſometimes ſpy'd, 
u Gght ! Now moving o'er the profirate dead : 
Lilleſs, ſhe crawls along in doleful black, 
While burſts of ſorrow guſh from cither eye, 
Flt falling down her now untaſled check. 
Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 

ie drops 3 whillt buſy meddling Memory, 

| 1 barbarous ſucceſhon, muſters up 

The paſt endearrents of their ſofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme, Still, fill the thinks 

he fees him, and indulging the fond thought, 
pags yet more cloſely to the ſenſeleſs rar, 

bor heeds the pallenger who looks that way. 


IC tete 


Iidious Grave !-—how doſt thou tend in ſunder 

wn, nove has Knit, and ſympathy made one ? 
us more fl ub born far than nature's band, 

rs, wadſhip ! myſtenous cement of the lun: 

; wertner of Life, and folder of ſuc i, 

e, e thee much, Thou bait deſerv'd from we, 

u, far beyond what I can ever pay, 

| have I pro d the labours of thy love, 

ad the warm efforts of the gentle heart, 

ious to pleaſe, Oh! when my friend and 1 
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In ſome thick wood have wander 'd heedleſs on, 

Hid from the vulgar eye, and fat us down 

Upon the ſloping cowſlip-cover'd bank, 

Where the pure limpid ſtream has flid along 

In grateful errors thro' the underwood, 

Sweet murmuring ; methought the ſhrill-tongu d 
thruſh | 

Mended his ſong of love ; the footy blackbird 

Mellow'd his pipe, and ſoften'd ev'ry note: 

The eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the roſe 

Aſum'd a dye more deep; whilt ev'ry flow'r 

Vy'd with his fellow plant in luxury 

Of dreſs, — 0b ' then the longeſt ſummer's day 

Seem'd tao, too much in haste z Hall the fall hee 

Had not impanted half: 'twas happineſs 

Tos exquiſite 10 laſt, Of joys departed, 

Net to return, how painful the remembrance ' 


| | Where 
Dull Grave '——thoy seni the dance of youth Aud th 
ſul blood, en fro 


ri d our the drmple from the check of Mirth, 
And ev ry Twarking feature from the face; 
Branding our laughter with the name of An 
Where ae the Jeftcrs now 7 the men i be, 
(umplettiwnslly plodant f Where's the droll, 
Whole ev ry lock and getunt was a joke 

1s / 14416 #49 (vutiny (onde, 


day 


hear 
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And made ev'n thick-lip'd muſing mms 
Togather up her face into a {mile 

Before ſhe was aware Ah! ſullen now, 

nd dumb as the green turf that covers them, 


Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war 
The Roman Crſars, and the Grecian chiefs, 


The boaſt of ſtory ? Where the hot-brain'd youth; 


Who the tiara at his pleaſure tore 
hom kings of all the then diſcover'd globe, 


And cry'd, ſorſooth, becauſe his arm was hamper'd, 


And had not room enough to do its work ? 

Alas | how ſlim, diſhonourably ſlim, 

And cramm'd into a ſpace we bluſh to name 
Proud royalty ! how alter'd in thy looks ! 

How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue | 
don of the morning whither art thou gone ? 
Where haſt thou hid thy many-{panglcd head, 
lud the majeſtic menace of thine eyes | 

Flt from afar Plant and powerlels now, 

Like ne- born infant wound up in his Lathes, 
0) victim tumbled flat upon ide back, 

That throbs bencath the ſacrihicer's Kue, 

Mute, mult thou bear the firife of hue tongues, 
Aud coward inſults of the baſc-born crowd, 

{bat grudge u privilege thou never hadh, 

bu only bup'd for in the peaceful Grove, 
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Of being unmoleſſed and alone. 
Arabia's gums and odoriferous drugs, 

And honors by the heralds duly paid, 

In mode and form ev*n to a very ſcruple ; 

Oh ! cruel irony ! theſe come too late, 

And only mock whom they were meant to honou, 
Surely there's not a dungeon ſlave that's bury d 
In the highway, unſhrouded and uncoffin'd, 

But hes as ſoft, and fleeps as ſound as he. 

Sorry pre-<minence of high deſcent, 
Above the vulgar born, to rot in late, 


But fee ' the well-plum'd hearſe comes nodding or 
Srarely and flow ; and properly attended 
By the whole fable tribe, that painful watch 
The teck man's door, and live upon the dead, 
By letting out their perſons by the bour, 
To mamec forrow, where the heart's not fad. 
How nch the trappings ' now they're all unfurl'd, 
And acting in the fun ; triumphant entries 
Of conquerors, 2nd coronation pomps 
Is glory fearce exceed, Great yhuts of people 
Kore d waweildy fhow : Shit from the caſement 
And boules* tops, ranks behind ranks, cloſe wedg'd, 
Hang bellving o'er, But ll us, why this walte, 
Why thus ado is carthing wp 3 carcale 
That's fas 140 dlgrace, and in the nollril 
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Snclls horrible ? Ye undenakers, tell us, 

Mid all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 

Why is the principal conceal'd, for which 

You make this mighty flir ?——"Tis wiſely done: 
What would offend the eye in a good pifture, 

The painter caſts diſcreetly into ſhades, 


Proud lineage, now how little thou appear'ft 
low the envy of the private man 

Honour, that meddleſome, officious ill, 

Purſues thee ev'n to death; nor there flops ſhort ; 
knnge perſecution ! when the grave ſelf 

kno proteftion from rude ſufferance, 


ng or 


Abſurd to think to over-reach the Grave, 
And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours | 
The beſt concerted ſchemes men lay for fame, 
bie faſt away ; only themſelves die fafter, 
'd, The far-ſam'd ſculptor, and the laurell'd bard, 
Thoſe bold iuſurancets of deathleſs ſame, 
apply their little feeble aids in vain, 
The tapering pyramid, th' NN puan's pride, 
mem vonder of the world, whole ſpiky top 
%% Ws wounded the thick cloud, and long oute d 
The angry ſhaking of the wine flown ; 
Je ſpent at Laſt by th“ injuries of heaven, 
dauernd with age, and ust d o'er with yours, 
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The myſtic cone with hieroglyphics cruſted, 
At once gives way. Oh! lamentable ſight 
The labour of whole ages tumbles down, 

A hideous and miſhapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wreſtle but in vain 

With all-ſubduing time ; her cank'ring hand 
With calm, delib'rate malice waſteth them: 
Worn on the edge of days, the braſs conſumes, 
The buſto moulders, and the deep-cut marble, 
Unſleady to the ficel, gives up its charge, 
Ambition, half convicted of her folly, 
Hangs down her head, and reddens at the talc, 


Here all the mighty troublers of the carth, 
Who ſwarm to fov'reign rule thro' ſeas of blood; 
Th' opprefſive, flurdy, man-defiroying villains, 
Who ravag'd kingdoms, and laid empires walle, 
And, in a cruel wantonnels of power, 

Thinn'd flates of half their people, and gave up 
Tos want the reſt; now, like a form that's ſpent, 
Lac buth'd, and meanly ſneak behind the covent. 
Van thought ! 10 hide them from the gen'ral Icon 
That haunts and doggs them like an 1njur'd gholl 
Implacable, Here, 109, the peity tyrant, 
Whole ſcam domains geographer ner Holt d, 


And, well for neighbouring grounds, of arm as that 


Who h d ba won talom on the pou, 
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And grip'd them like ſome lordly beaſt of prey; 

Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger, 

And piteous plaintive voice of miſery ; 

As if a fave was not a ſhred of nature, 

Of the fame common nature with his lord ;) 

Nov tame and humble, like a child that's whipp'd, 

Sakes hands with duft, and calls the worm his kin 
man; 

Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under ground 

Pecedency's a jeſt; vaſſal and lord, 

boldly familiar, fide by fide confunc, 


When ſelf-eſteem, or other's adulation, 
Would cunningly perſuade us we are ſomething = 
"0d ; love the common level of our kind, 
The Grave gainſays the (manth-compleciion'd flattcrs 
And with blunt truth acquanits us what we are, 


ant) —thou pretty plaything, dcar deceit 

Sat Reals fo foftly o'er the firipling's bean, 

ad gives it @ new pulle unknown before, 

« Grave diſcredins thee : thy charms expung'd, 
fy roſes faded, and thy lilies foil'd, 

wat haſt thou more 16 boaſt of? Will thy lovers 
wk round thee now, 10 gaze and do thee homer” 
Mikinks 1 fee thee with thy head low laid, 

Wil furfeired upon thy damalk check 
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The high-fed worm, in lazy volumes roll'd, 
Riots unſcar d. For this was all thy caution ? 
For this thy painful labour at thy glaſs, 
T'improve thoſe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the ſpoiler thanks thee not ? Foul ſeeder 
Coarſe fare and carrion pleaſe thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe, 
Look how the fair one weeps '---the conſcious tear 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flowers: 
Honeſt effuſion the ſwoln heart in vain 
Works hard, to put a gloſs on its diſtreſs, 


Strength, too thou ſurly and leſs gentle boah 
Of thoſe that loud laugh at the village ring; 
A fit of common fickneſs pulls thee down 
With greater caſc than c'er thou didſl the firiplay 
That raſluly dar d thee to th unequal fight, 
What groan was that I heard ? Deep groan, i 
From yonder bed it comes, where the flrong man, 
By Rironger arm belabour'd, graſps for breaib 
Beats thick his roomy breaft by far too (cant 
To give the lungs full play, What now avail. 

ſhoulders ! 
der bow be tags for fe, and lays about bam, 
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ka with bis pains! — bids 
Of what comes next to hand, and graſps it hard, 
kd like a creature drowning ; hideous fight! 
0h! bow his eyes ſtand out, and Rare full ghaſtly ! 
Wilt the diſtemper's rank and deadly venom 
ſhoots like a burning arrow 'croſs his bowels, 
lad drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan * 
den his laſt, See how the great Goliath, 
jp like e child that brawl'd itſelf to reft, 

$ Hill. —— What mean'ſt thou then, O mighty 

Boaſler, | 

% aunt of nerves of thine? What means the bull, 
Lconſcious of his flrength, to play the coward, 
lad flee before a feeble thing like man, 
dull only in the well-invented knife ? 


With fAludy pale, and midnight vigils ſpein, 
flar-lurveying ſage cloſe to his eye 
es the ſight-invigorating tube, 
wav'ling tha o! the boundleſs leagth of (pac. 
well the courſes of the far-ſeen orbs 
Mt roll with regular conſubon there, 
bexiacy of thought, But ah, proud man 
heights are hazardous to the weak head, 
MW, very Toon, thy fre footing fails, 
* 
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And down thou drop'ſt into that dark ſome place, 


Here the tongue-warrior lies diſabled now, 
Diſarm'd, diſhonour'd, like a wretch that's gag d., 
And cannot tell his ails to paſſers by. 

Great men of language! —Whence this mig 
change; 

This dumb deſpair, and drooping of the head? 
Tho' ſtrong perſuaſion hung upon thy lip, 

And fly infinuation's ſofter arts 

In ambuſh lay upon thy flowing tongue ; 

Alas, how chop-fall'n now! Thick miſts and Gilenet 
Reſt, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaſt 
Uncealing,——Ah ! where is the lifted arm, 
The firength cf aftion, and the force of words, 
The well-turn'd period, and the well-tun'd voice, 
With all the leſſer ornaments of phraſe ? 

Ah ! fled for ever, as they ne er had been ; 

Raz'd from the book of fame; or, more provokit 
Perchance ſome hackney, hunger-bitten (cribbler, 
Iofults thy memory, and blots thy tomb, 

With long flat narrative, or duller rhymes, 
With heavy haliing pace that draw! along ; 
Enough to rouſe a dead man into rage. 


Here the great maſters of the healing an, 
Theſe mighty mock dArauders of the teh, 
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te of their jule ps and catholicons, 
teſign their fate. Proud Aſculapius* ſon ! 

Where are thy boaſted implements of art, | 
And all thy well-cramm'd magazines of health 
Nor bill, nor vale, as far as ſhips could go, 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottom'd brook, 

Leap de thy rifling hand :——from Rubborn ſhrubs 
Thou wrung'ſt their ſhy retiring virtucs out, 
lad vex'd them in the fire ; nor fly, nor inſeR, 
Nor writhy ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch. 

ba why this apparatus? Why this colt ? 

Td! us, thou doughty keeper from the Grave, 
With the long liſt of vouchers for thy cure 


Mas! thou ſpeak N not. The bold impoſter 
woks not more filly when the cheat's found oth. 


Here the lank-Gided milcr, worlt of ſelons, 
"bo meanly Qlole, (diſcreditable ſhift,) 
"wn back and belly tao, their proper cheer, 
4of afl it irk'd the wreich 10 pay 
"Ws own carcale, now lies cheaply lodg . 
dam'rous appetites no longer teaz'd, 
„ede bills of charges and repairs, 
th! where are his rents, his comings-in 
U wow you've made the rich man poor indeed 
P 8 
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Robb'd of his gods, what bas be lefe behind? 
Oh, curſed luſt of gold! when for thy ſake, 

The fool throws up his intereſt in both worlds: 
Firſt ſlarv'd in this, then damn'd in that to come. 


How ſhocking muſt thy ſummons be, O Death' 
To him that is at caſe in his poſſeſſions ; 
Who counting on long years of pleaſure here, 
Is quite unfurniſh'd for that world to come! 
In that dread moment, how the frantic ſoul 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement ' 
Runs to cach avenue, and ſhrieks for help, 
But ſhricke in vain! How wiſhfully ſhe looks 
On all the's leaving, now no longer hers ! 

A lutle longer, yet a little longer, 

Oh, might ſhe lay to waſh away her Hains, 
And ft her for her pallage | Mournful fight! 
Her very eyes weep blood ; and every groan 
She heaves is big with horror, But the for, 
Like # flaunch murd'rer, Ready o bis purpole, 
Purlues her cloſe through every lane of life, 
Nor milles ence the track, but prefles on ; 
Till forc'd at last 40 the wemendous verge, 
At once the Enke do cvcrlaliing ruin, 


Sure de a ferrous thing 16 dic! My foul 
What a fange moment wilt 44 be, 0 0 noe 
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Thy journey's end, thou haſt the gulph in view 
That awful gulph, no mortal cer repaſs'd, 

To tell what's doing on the other fide. 
Nute runs back, and ſhudders at the ſight, 

ul every liſe-ſtring bleeds at thoughts of parting ; 
fr part they muſt ; body and ſoul muſt part; 
ſod couple ! link'd more cloſe than wedded pair. 
This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 

The witneſs of its actions, now its Judge ; 

Tha drops into the dark and noiſome Grave, 

like a diſabled pitcher of no uſe. 


5 If death was nothing, and nought after death ; 
| when men dy'd, at once they ceas'd to be, 
burning to the barren womb of nothing, 
Whence fill they ſprang; then might che de bauchec 
1 Mrembling mouthe the heavens; then might the 


dru:kard 
, led over his full bowl, and, when 'tis drain'd, 
ole, Wl up another to the bim, and laugh 
5 Wihe poor bugbcar, Death : then might the wrerch 


M's weary of the world, and ur d of life, 

k once give cach inquictude the (hp, 

W Wealing out of bring when he pleas'd, 
Wd by what e iv ; whether by hemp or flecl, 


mals thouſand doors fland open, Who could 
fears 


nf 4 
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The ill-pleas'd gueſt to fit out his full time, 
Or blame him if he goes? Sure he does well, 
That helps himſelf as timely as he can, 
When able, But if there is an hercafter, 
And that there is, conſcience, uninfluenc'd 
And luffer'd to ſpeak out, tells every man, 
Then muſt it be an awfal thing to dic: 

More horrid yet to die by one's own hand, 


Selſ- murder! name it not : our ifland's ſhame , 
That makes her the reproach of neighb'ring flares, 
Shall nature, ſwerving from her carlicft difiare, 
Self-prefervation, fall by ber j att ? 

Forbid it, Heaven, Let not, upon difgut, 

The ſhameleſs band be ſully crimſon'd o'cr 
With blood of 11s own lord, Dreadful atem. 
Juſt recking from felf-floaughter, in a rage 

To ruſh into the preſence of our Judge ; 

As if we challeng'd Him 40 do His werf, 

And matter d not His wrath : unheard of Lontures 
Maſt be relerv'd for fuch: theſe herd rogrther ; 
The common dam d ſhun their loceety, 

Aud look upon theantelves as Gends Lots foul, 
Cur tine 4s d, and all ow days ave eee 
How long, bow thorn, we know not i; this we hae 
Daty requizes we calmly want the fwmmons, 
Ku: da 49 fu ll bcaven that give pormithur 
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like ſentries that muſt keep their deſtin'd land, 

ind wait th'appointed hour, till they're reliev'd: 
Thoſe only are the brave that keep their ground, 

And keep it to the laſt, To run away 

* but a coward's trick. To run away 

hom this world's ills, that, at the very worſt, 

Will ſoon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourſelves, 
boldly vent ring on a world unknown, 

And plunging headlong in the dark; tis mad; 


ae ; % phrenzy half fo deſperate as this. 

ates, | | 

6. Tell us, ye dead; wilt none of you, in pity 
To thoſe you left he hund, diſcloſe the ſecret ? 
0 that fome courgous ghoſt would blab it out, 
Want tis you are, and we muſt ſhortly be! 

1 „ heard, that ſouls departed, have ſometimes 


newarn'd men of their death: 'twas kindly done, 
io knock, and give th“ alarum, But what means 
Tis ted charity ? Tis but lame kindneſs 

— Tit dors ite work by halves, Why might you no! 

ell us what "44s % dic? Do the frist laws 

WV vour fociety forbnd your (peaking 

L pon s point lo nice? I'll alk no more; 

, like lamps in fepulchres, your ſhane 

eee eee bay yourteives, Well tis ue manic: , 
ee hade came will clear up all, | 

00 wad make us learn'd a5 vr e, ard as lol 
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Death's ſhafts fly thick: here falls the village fwain, 


And there his pamper'd lord. The cup goes round: 

And who fo artful as to put it by! 

Tu long fince death had the majority; 

Yet lange the living ley it not to heart. 

See yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 

The ſexton, boary-headed chronicle, 

Of hard, unmeaning face, down which ne'cr fiole 

A gemile tear, with mattock in his hand, 

Digs thro' whole rows of kindred and acquaintance, | 

By far bis juniors. Scarce a fcull's caſt up, 

But well be knew its owner, and can tell 

Some paſſage of bis life. Thus hand in hand, 

The for bus walk'd with death twice twenty years, | 

Yet meer @ yonker on the green laughs louder, 

Or clubs a ſmunicr tale when dronkards mert, 

None Gags a meier carch, or lends a hand 

More willing 46 his cup, Poor wretch ! be mince 
1. 

That ſoon ſome trulty brother of the trade 

Shall do for him, what he has done for thoulancs, 


On this fide, and ov that, men for their friends 
D. of, like leaves in autumn ; yet launch out 
I fautatts Ie enge, which the Long livers 
ly the Werl „ bale and wndogencieie Gays 
Could ſcarce have ikure for, Fools that we ar! 
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Never to think of death and of ourſelves 
ki the ſame time ; as if to learn to die 
Were no concern of ours. Ok! more than ſottiſh, 
for creatures of a day in gameſome mood 
To frolic on Etcrnity's dread brink 
lmpprebenfive ;; when, for aught we know, 
The very firſt ſwoln ſurge ſhall ſweep us in. 
flole Twak we, or think we not, time hurries on 
With a rebMeſs, unremitting fiream ; 
tance, Ia treads more ſoft than c'er did midnight thief, 
That ſlides his hand under the miſcr's pillow, 
And carries off his prize, What is this world ? 


L What, but a ſpacious burial-Held unwall'd, 
carl, d with death's ſpoils, the ſpoils of animals 
'I wage and tame, and full of dead men's bones, 


et, The very turf on which we tread once liv'd ; 

had we that live muſt lend our carcalcs 

lo cover our own offspring : in their turns, 

They, too, muſt cover theirs, In here all meet ; 

The u ring Ieelander, and ſun-burnt Moor; 

Men of all ches, that never met before 3 

had of all creeds, the Jew, the Tark, the Chriſſian, 

ends r the proud prince, and favourite yet prouder, 

wil Mu lov" reigns keeper, and the people's fcourge, 
tur huddled out of fight, Here lic abath'd 

the great negociatons of the cath, 

ld rebebrated matters of the balance, 
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Deep read in ftratagems and wiles of courts ; 
Now vain their treaty-ſkill. Death ſcorns to treat, 
Here the o'erloaded ſave flings down his burden 
From his gall'd ſhoulders ; and when the cruel tyrant, 
With all his guards and tools of power about him, 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardſhips, 

Mocks his ſhort arm ;—and quick as thought eſcapes 
Where tyrants vex not, where the weary reſt, 


Here the warm lover, leaving the cool ſhade, 
The tell-tale echo, and the babbling ſtream, 
(Time out of mind the fav'rite feats of love, 


ſl 
Unblaſied by foul tongue.-- Here friends and fors 


Lie cloſe, unmindful of their former feuds, 
The lawn-rob'd prelate and plain prefbyter, 
Ere while that Rood aloof, as thy to mect, 
Familiar mingle here, hike lifter fireams 
That ſome rude interpoling rock had ſplit, 


Hore is the large-limb'd peuſant —— bete the 
child | 
Of « ſpan long, that never law the fun, 
Nor prefs'd the nipple, Muang d iu life's porch, 
Here is the mother, with her ſons and daughtes+ ; 
The barren wite, and long-demurnug mad, 
hol. lonely WNapprop! lated { werts 
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mild like yon knot of cowſlips on the cliff, 


Not to be come at by the willing hand. 

flere are the prude ſevere, and gay coquet, 

The ſober widow, and the young green virgin, 
Copp'd like a roſe before tis fully blown, 

Or half its worth diſclos'd, Strange medley here ! 


n Here garrulous old age winds up his tale ; 
And jovial youth, of lightfome vacant heart, 
de, Whoſe ev'ry day was made of melody, 
Nea not the voice of mirth. The ſhrill-rongu'd 
ſhrew, 
Week as the turtle dove, forgets her chiding. 
198 lere are the wiſe, the generous, and the brave ; 
The juſt, the good, the worthleſs, the profane, 
The downright clown, and perfectly well bred ; 
The fool, the churl, the fcoundrel, and the mean, 
Jac fupple flateiman, and the patriot fiern ; 
The wrecks of nations, and the ſpoils of time, 
With all the lumber of fix thouſand years, 
exe the | 
Poor man! how happy once in thy firſt flate * 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand, 
le famp'd thee with his image, and, well pleas'd, 
d on his laſt fair work, Then all was Well, 
wand was the body, and the foul fercne 3 
Ia du went rofiruments, meer aut of tape, 


h, 
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mad BEAUTIES OF THE POETS, 


— — 
Offer'd to ache: nor was there cauſe they ſhould, 


For all was pure within: no fell remorſe, 

Nor anxious caſlings-up of what might be, 
Alarm'd his peaceful boſom. Summer ſeas 
She w not more ſmooth, when kiſs'd by ſouthern wings, 
Juſt ready to expire. Scarce importun'd, 

The generous foil, with a luxurious hand, 
Offer'd the various prodece of the year, 

And ev'ry thing moſt perfeft in its kind. 
Bleſſed 1 thrice blefſcd days! But, ah ! how ſhort 
Ni d as the pleaſing dreams of holy men; 

Bu fugitive like thoſe, and quickly gone, 


Oh, ſhppery Hate of things * What ſudden tee 
What firange viciſlaudes in the firſt leaf 
Of mas's fad biflory * To-day moſt happy, 
And eve to-morrow's fun has fet, moll abjett, 
How fcam the ſpace between theſe vali extremes 
Thus far'd u with our fre: Not long cnjoy'd 
His paradiſe, Scarce had the happy tenant 
ON the fair {poet duc ume do prove ut Tweets, 
Or ſum them wp, when iran he muſt be pour, 
Nee 19 tue again, And mult he go ? 
Con nought compound 11 the firft e offence 
ON crrmg man? Like our that is condema's 
Fay would br trifle tianc 44th idle 29) K, 
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lad parley with his fate. But 'tis in vain 
Not all the laviſh odours of the place 
Offer'd in incenſe can procure his pardon, 
Or mitigate his doom. A mighty Angel 
With flaming {word forbids his longer ſlay, 
wind, 4d drives the loiterer forth ; nor muſt he take 
One laſt and ſarewel round. At once he loſt 
His glory and his GOD. If mortal now, 
And ſorely maim'd, no wonder, Man has finn'd. 
| Sick of his bliſs, and bent on new adventures, 
hae | vil he needs would try: nor try'd in vain, 
Dreadful experiment deſtruttive mealure ! 
Where the worſt thing could happen, is luccels, } 
Alas! too well he ſped : the good he fcorn'd, 
11170 d off relutiant like an i- us d ghoft, 
Not to return: or if it did, us visits, 
like thoſe of angels, font and far between : 
Whilft che black Demon, with his hell-{cap'd 141 
RE Admitted once into its bettet toom, 
| Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone ; 
| Landing ut oer the man: who now 100 late 
vw the raſh error, which he could not mend : 
Bu 40 bis future ſons, bis fortunc's heirs. 
7 nglonous bondage Human nature £1944, 
kencath d vallalage fo vile and crucl, 
had bis „all bod, Leeds thro” ev'ry vous 
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When have — fy prone ay fin 
Greateſt and firſt of ills. The fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimenſions But for thee 
Sorrow had never been. All-noxious thing, 
Of vileſt nature! Other ſorts of evils 
Are kindly circumſcrib'd, and have their bounds. 
The kierce volcano, from his burning cntrails, 
That belches molten fone and globes of fire, 
Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſlench, 
Mars the adjacent fields for ſome leagues round, 
And there it tops. The big-{woln inundation, 
Of miſchief more diffuſive, raving loud, 
Buries whole tracks of country, threat'ning more, 
But that too has its ſhore it cannot pals, 

More dreadful far than theſe ! Sin has laid waſle, 
Not here and there a country, but a world: 
Dilpatching at a wide extended blow 

Lure mankind ; and for their ſakes defacing 

A whole creation's beauty with rude hands ; 
Blaſting the foodful grain, the loaded branchcs, 
And marking all along its way with ruin. 
Accurled thing ! Ob ! where ſhall fancy God 

A proper name to call thee by, expreflive 

Of all thy horrors? Pregnant womb of ills 
Of temper fo trauſcendently maligu, 

That tod and ſerpents of moſt deadly kind, 


{CC ompar'd w thee, are barns, wickanetlcs 


, 
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Wev'ry ſine and ſymptom, racking pains, 

lad blueſt plagues, are thine. See how the fiend 

Mofuſcly ſcatters the contagion round | 
Whilit deep-mouth'd ſlaughter, bellowing at her heels, 
Wades deep in blood new ſpilt: yet for to-morrow 

ſhapes out new work of great uncommon daring, 

Jad inly pines till the dread blow 3s firuck, 


But hold :---I've gone too far; too much difcover'd 
WW father's nakedneſs, and nature's Thame. 

flere let me paule, and drop an honeſt trar, 

Dae burſt of filial duty and condolence, 

Der all thoſe ample deſerts Death has ſpread ; 
Ihis chaos of mankind, O great man-, 
Whole ev'ry day is carmval, not lated yt 
laheard of epicure | without a fellow ! 

ke verzeſt gluttons do not always cram , 

intervals of abſtinence ave ſought 

bo edge the appetite : thou ſeckeſt non, 

Methunks the countleſs {warms thou haft devou: « 
jad thouſands that cach hour thou gobblelt up, 
Ms, leſs than this, might gorge thee 16 the full ; 
u, ab rapacious fill, thou gap N for more * 

We one, whole days defrauded of bis meals, 

* whom lank hunger lays her fhanny hand, 

us whets to kecnelt cagerncls bus cravings , 

bil dileales, mallacres, and poiſon, 


Mun , an! wat, weig uot thy act 
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But know, that thou muſt render up thy dead, 
And with high int'reſt too. They are not thine; 
But only in thy keeping for a ſeaſon, 

Till the great promis'd day of reſtitution ; 
When loud diffuſive ſound of brazen trump 

Of fRirong-lung'd cherub, ſhall alarm thy captives, 
And rouſe the long, long ſleepers into life, 
Day-light and liberty. 

Then muſt thy gates fly open, and reveal | 
The mines that lay long forming under ground, 
In their dark cells immur'd ; but now full ripe, 
And pure as ſilver from the crucible, 

That twice has flood the torture of the fire 
And inquifition of the forge. We know 
TY illuſtrious Deliverer of mankind, 

The Son of God, thee foil'd, Him in thy po 
Thou could not hold: ſelf-vigorous he role, 

Aud thaking of thy ſetters, ſoon retook 

Thoſe ſpoils his voluntary yielding lent : 

{Sure pledge of our releafement from thy thrall '; 
Twice twenty days be ſojourn'd here on dan, 
And ſhew'd himſelf alive to choſen witneflcs, 


By proofs fo firong, that the moi flow-affcnting 1 lea 
Had not 8 ſcruple left. This having done, hm th 
He mounted up to heaven, Methiaks 1 ſec biw " all of 


« 0 lun 


Clamb the a#rial height, and glide along 
Atbwan the lev'ring clouds: but the faint cy: 
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Fung backward in the chace, ſoon drops its hold, 
MWabled quite, and jaded with purſuing. 
laven's portals wide expand to let him in; 
Nor ave his friends ſhut out ; as ſome great Prince 
Wot for himſelf alone procures admiſſion, 
ba for his train. It was his royal will, 
ſat where he is, there ſhould his followers be. 
bath only lies between, A gloomy path 
lade yet more gloomy by our coward fears. 
Jt not untrod nor tedious ; the fatigue 
" Will ſoon go off : beſide, there's no nn 

To blifs, Then why, like ill-condition'd children, 

wt we at tranſient hardſhips in the way 

bat leads to purer air, and ſofter (kies, 

lad a neer-{etting fun ? Fools that we are! 
pow: WV: with 10 be where ſweets unwithering bloom 
e, bu Hr ait our with revoke, and will not go, 

v have 1 ſeen, upon a ſummer's e n, 


ives, 


dl by « nv let's brink a younghter play : 
ral e withfully he looks 16 fem the tide * 
h, bus moment reſolute, next wareloly's 
1 = lf be dips bis foot ; but as be dips, 


ung Wu lc redouble; and he runs away 
wn th nottenfive fream, wommelul nuw 
bim an the flow'rs that paint the farthe; bank, 
a Kun fo fweet of late, Thiice welcome death * 


ye, 4 
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That after many a painful bleeding flep, 
ConduRts us to our home, and lands us ſafe 

On the long-wiſh'd-for ſhore. Prodigious change! 
Our bane turn'd to our bleſſing ! Death, diſarm d. 
Loſes his fellneſs quite. All thanks to Him 
Who ſcourg'd the venom out. Sure the laſt end 

Of the good man is peace. How calm his exit 

Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 

Nor weary worn-out winds expire fo ſoft. 

Behold him in the evening tide of life, 

A life well ſpent, whoſe carly care it was 

By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away ; 

Yet, like the ſun, ſeems larger at his ſctting 

High in his faith and hopes, look how he reaches 

Aſter the prize in view ! and, like a bud 

That's hamper'd, firuggles hard o get away : 

Whilſt the glad gates of fight are wide expandee 

To let new glories in, the firſt fair ſruits 

Of the fall-coming harvet, Then! ob hen 

Each canh-born joy grows vile, or dilappeais, 

Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how be longs 

To have his pull port fign'd, and be diinne d 

"Tis done, and now bes happy The glad foi 

Has not a with wncrown'd, Een the lag le 
Refls 100 49 hope of mecting once again 

Its better half, never to funde more ; 
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Xor hall it hope in vain ; the time draws on, 
When not a ſingle ſpot of burial earth, 
Whether on land, or in the ſpacious fea, 
bt muſt give back its long - committed duſt 
lmolate ; and faithfully ſhall theſe 
end Make up the full account ; not the leaft atom 
Kat | mbezzled or miflaid, of the wholc tale. 
id, ch foul hall have a body ready-furniſh'd; 
Jud each ſhall have his own, Hence, ye profanc 3 
Ak not, how this can be ? Sure the ſame power 
That rear'd the picce at firſt, and took it down, 
lun re-allemble the loole ſcatict d parts, 
And put them as they were, Almighty Gop 
las donc much more mor is his arm impan d 
aches e length of days: and what He can, He ww; 

Bis farth{ulneſs Rands bound to fee 11 done, 

When the dread trumpet ſounds, the flumb'iing dull 
de Ne unatientve to the call fal wake : 
and every joint pallets zue former place, 
With a new elegance of form, unknown 
ous fff file, Nor hall the conſcious fou! 
Mllake 15 partner, but amidh the crowd, 
hag ts other half, into is arms 
Wall rafh with all th rpaticnce of þ mew 
Ie new come home, who, having long been ob 

lea, 


Q z 
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With haſte runs over every different room, | 

In pain to ſee the whole, Thrice-happy meeting 
Nor time, nor death, ſhall ever part them more, 

'Tis but a night, a long and moonleſs night ; 

We make the Grave our bed, and then are gone, 


Thus at the ſhut of ev'n, the weary bird Win gots 0 
Leaves the wide air, and in ſome lonely brake 
Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 

Then claps his well-fledg'd wings, and bears away. ted g 

| It high o'e 

U 

have ye 
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A MONODY ron MEMORY o. 


LADY LYTTELTON, 


bu never (| 
N will (he 
WRITTEN IN THE VEAR 10747: 


[LORD LYTTELTON,] 
— 
I, 


Ar leagth elcap'd from ev'ry human cyc, 
From ev'sy duty, ev'ry care, 

That in my mouraful thoughts mught claym a ſhort 
Or farce my c af ther flowing flircam 19 dry, 
Bencath the gluom of this cmrbow'ring tad, 
This land reireat Tos triides forrow made; 
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| now may give my burden'd heart relief, 
ind pour forth all my flores of grief; 
N grief ſurpaſſing ev'ry other woe, 
fn as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 
Can on th! ennobled mind beſtow, 
Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 

groſs defires inc legant and low. 

I, 

„. ted groves! ye gently falling rills ! 
It high o'erfhadowing hills ! 
clowns gay Amiling with eternal green, 
OH have you my Lucy ſcen“ 
ba never thall you now bchold her more, 
Bur will the now with fond delight, 
Md taſle rend, your rural charms explore 
Un d arc thole brauteous eyes in endleſs night : 
bole beauteous eyes where beaming us d to ſhine 
ſon's pure light and Virtuc's ſpark divine. 
III. 
ji would the Dry ade of theſe woods regoice, 
hear hes heavenly voice ; 
# ber defpiling, when the drign'd 10 Gag, 
« Iweetelt onghhcrs of the ſpring, 
* woodlark and the linnet let d no more 
* Wghtangele was mu, 
"ory thepthcrd's fla 


0! 


hart 
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Was caſt in filent ſcorn away, 
While all attended to her ſweeter lay. 
Ye larks and linnets now reſume your ſong, 
And thou, melodious Philomcl ' 


Again thy plaintive tory tell, 
For death has ſlopt that tuneful tongue 
Whoſe muſic could alone your warbling notes 
IV, 

In vain I look around 
O'er all the well-known ground, 
My Lucy's wonted footſteps to deſcry. 2 | 
Where oft we us'd to walk, a 
Where oft in tender talk 
We ſaw the ſummer's ſun go down the (ky ; "A" WM 
Nor by yon ſountain's fide, 1 
Nor where its waters glide a Ad 
Aloug the valley can ſhe now be found, Who now 
In all the wide-trerch'd profpet's ample bound Wh! whos, 
No more my mourntul cyc bor os 
Can aught of ber clpy, had Brew”, 
But the fad ſacred carth where her dear relacs bt. dul beve 

| V, V wiethe d | 
O ſhades of Hagley | where is now your bout ö weep th 
Your bright inbabntant 45 lofi, wow fhatl « 
You the preferr'd 40 all the gay relons Le du, 


Rum the 


Where female vanuty nught with 40 flue, 
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ink 
: | 
The pomp of cities and the pride of courts : a 


osten beauties Muss“ d the public eye ; 1 
To your ſequeſter'd dales | wy 
Aud lower-embroider'd valcs | | | 
From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly ; | N 9 
With nature there ten d, and nature's GOD, 1 8 


The ſilent paths of wiſdom trod. | 
kad banifh'd ev'ry paſhon from her breafl, 
ut thoſe, the gentleft and the beſt, 

Whoſc holy flames with energy divanc 


ſhe virtuous heart enliven and improve, 1 
| he conjugal and the maternal love, { 
v1. 4 
bees babes! who like the little playful fawns i | 
Wor wont to trip along theſe verdant lawns | 
* vour delighted morher's (ide, | ö 
"ho now your infant Reps thall rude ? Ss 
id M' where 45 now the hand whole ted carc 1 
lo ey''y virtue would have em d vou youth, | | 
dud ficw'd with Bowers the thorny ways of wth 7 1 
12 1 br ; | ſ 
UV wirthed Tathes leit alone | 4 
| 1 We Þ then dare madtartiuanr and thy n c 4 
bow that! thy weakes'd 14nd, cpprcls'd with wor, | | 
Wd Granping Yer thy Laity's grave, | 1 
lem the Ct tha en h ove, 1 
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Now ſhe alas! is gone 
From folly and from vice their helpleſs age to ſave? 


VII. 


Where were ye, Muſes * when relentleſs Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple wore, 
From theſe fond arms that vainly flrove 

With hapleſs incfſcAtual love | 

To guard her boſom from the mortal blow ? 
Could not your fav'ring power, Aonian mad 
CGuld not, alas! your power prolong her date, 
From whom ſo oft in theſe inſpiring ſhades, 

Or under Campden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 
You open'd all your ſacred fore, 

Whate'er your ancient ſages taught, 

Your ancient bards ſubluncly thought, 

And bad her raptur'd breaſt wich all your ſpirn ov 


VIII. 
Nor then did Pindus or Caftalia's plain, 
Or Aganippe's fount your Reps detain, 
Nor in the Theſpian vallics did you play, 
Nor then on Mincio's+ bank, 
Belet with ohers dank, 
Nor where Claumnus f rolls bis gentle cam, 


#$ The Mie runs by Mantus, the birth place of Vue 
t The Clitumnus is 4 river of Uanbria, the refidentt 
Pooperti ue 
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— thro' hanging woods 

deep Anio* pours his floods, 

Nor yet where Meles+ or Iliſſus ? ſtray. 

Il does it now beſcem 

That of your guardian care bereft, 

To dire diſeaſe and death your darling ſhould be left. 


IX. 


Now what avails it that in carly bloom, 
When light fantaſtic toys 
| Are all her fex's. jovs, 
With you the ſearch'd the wit of Greece and Rome, 
", And all that in ber latter days 
To emulate her ancient praiſe 
kali e happy genius could produce ; 
Or what the Gallic fire 
n ſparkling could inſpire, 
by all the Graces temper'd and refin'd; 
Or what in Brian's ifle, 
Mal! favour'd with your Imile, 
The powers of Reaſon and of Fancy 1j4in'd 
To full — 1 — f 


ave ? 


* The Ane runs _ Tiber ar Tivell, whore 
Morace had # vills, 


i The Meals is 4 river of Lonig, from whence Homer, 
uppoled 40 be born on its banks, is called Neef ge ge 
1 The Hiflus is 8 river at Athens, 


Vite 
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Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all theſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind. 


To black oblivion's gloom for ever now conlign's/ 


X. 
At leaſt, ye Nine her ipotleſs name 
'Tis yours from death to ſave, 
And in the temple of immortal fame 
With golden characters her worth eagrave, 
Come then, ye virgin liſters | come, 


And Orew with choiceht Howers hor khallow'd ton 


But foremoſt thou, in fable vollmort clad, 
With accents ſweet and ſad, 


Thou, plaintive muſc ! whom oe his Laura's un, 


Unhappy Petratch cad to mourn, 

O come ! and to this farrer Laura pay 

A more wnpailion'd ivar, a more pathe tic lay, 
XI, 

Tell how cach beauty of hey mind and face 

Was bnghten'd by ſome ſwees peculiar grace ' 

How cloquent in cv'ry look 


This” her exprefiive eyes het foul difliattly ſpore \ 


Tell how her manners, by the world chu d, 
Loft all the tin of modith vice behind, 

Aud mad cach charm of polth'd COUNS 280006 
With candid 44uth's hn phony 

And wnconuptcd innocence * 


— 
Tell how 


dhe join“. 
Of more 

How in t 
Which o 
Her kind! 
To ev'ry 

To guilt 1 
The balm 
And all ri 
Even for 1 
Beneath t 
Her gent] 
Tears fron 


Not only 
But flrong 
A ſpirit th 
Could lon 
On funun 
That caul 
Is vietur" 
Ir nit etl 
L hat Anga! 
I's dig 
Bui ly 114 


ni 


An. 
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Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 


dhe join'd the ſoft'ning influence 

Of more than female tenderneſs ! 

How in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy, 
Which oft the care of others' good deſtroy, 

Her kindly-mclting heart, 

To ev'ry want and ev'ry woe, 

To guilt itſelf when in diftreſs, 

The balm of pity would impart, 

And all relief that bounty could beſtow ! 

En for the kid or lamb, that pour'd its life 
Beneath the bloody knife, 

Her gentle tears would fall, 

Tears from ſweet vinue's lource, benevolent to all ! 


XII. 
Not only good and kind, 
But Alirong and elevated was her mind ; 
A ſpirit that with noble prade 
Lould look ſuperior down 
05 flununc's 2 frown ; 
That could without regret or pain 
10 iim uc duty la hee 
[, I ell, Of Annen laghct 3 ps 
hat 40gur'd or e nde d, never 11y'd 
4 guns LW YOU Came ta 41 41141 441 , 


Bui ly tli4, 14A M04+ Gaiden , 


= 
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A wit that temperately bright, 

With inoffenſive light, 

All pleaſing ſhone, nor ever paſt 

The decent bounds that wiſdom's ſober hand, 
And ſweet benevolencc's mild command, 
And baſhful mode ſiy before it caſt ; 

A prudence undecciving. undeceiv'd, 

That nor 100 little nor too much believ'd; 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt ſuſpicion's coward fear, 
And without weakneſs knew to be ſincere ' 
Such Lucy was when in her fairclt days, 
Amidſi th* acclaim of univerſal praiſe, 

In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom, 

Death came remorſcleſs on, and funk ber tothe tem 


X111, 
do where the filent fireams of Lyns glide 
In the ſoft boſom of Campans's vale, 
When now the wimry teompeſts all are fled, 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle gale, 
I he verdant orange lifts ts beauteous head, 
Fom ev'ry branch the balmy How rets nfc, 
Ou cv bough the golden frums arc lecn, 
With odours wet ut hills the fouling lags, 
The wood nymphs tend it, and th Idalian queer 
But in the nudht of all its Coming pride, 


mb 


1 


A ſudden blaſt from Apenninus flows 
Cold with perpetual ſnows, 


dies. 


XIV. 
life, O Petrarch ' from th' Elyſian bow'rs, 
With never-fading myrtles twin d. 
ind fragrant with ambroſal flow'rs, 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join d, 
Aniſe, and hither bring the filver lyre, 
and by thy alful hand 
To the ſoft notes of elegant defire, 
With which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſirous love ; 
lo me relagn the vocal ſhell, 
lad teach my ſorrows to late 
Theu melancholy tale fo well, 
b may n things inanimate, 
Rough mountain oaks and de fan 1ocks to fal more. 
xv. . 
What were, alas! thy wors comper'd io manc / 
e thee thy mare 14 the bliſful band 
Hymn mever gave het hand ; 


the joys of wedded love were never thin 
My domeliic carr 


Me never bare e this: s, 
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The tender blighted plant ſhrinks up its leaves and 


— x . — 
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Nor with endearing art 

Would heal thy wounded heart 

Of ev'ry ſecret grief that feſter'd there: 

Nor did her fond affeftion on the bed 

Of ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 

Whole nights on her unwearicd arm ſuſtain, 

And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 

Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame 

With pledges dear, and with a father's tender name, 

| XVI. 

O beſt of wives! O dearer far to me 

Than when thy virgin charms 

Were yielded to my arms 

How can my ſoul endure the loſs of thee 

How in the world, to me a deſart grown, 

Abandon'd and alone 

Without my ſweet companion can I live 

Without thy lovely ſmile, 

The dear reward of ev'ry virtuous toil, 

What pleaſures now can pall'd ambition give * 

Ev'a the delightful fenle of well-carn'd provic 

Unſhar'd by thee no more wy lifclels thoughts cod 
calle. 


XVII. 


For my diflraticd mand 
What ſuccour can 1 ad 


wat all clay 
rare folic 


v Whack c 


Z 


On whom for conſolation ſhall I call ? 
ſupport me ev'ry friend, 
Your kind aſſiſtance lend 


To bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe. 
un cach friend of mine, 


That none has any comſort to beſtow. 
ly books the beſt relicf 

ber other grief, 

now with your idea ſadden'd all: 
Lach ſav'vite author we together read, 


Ame l 


dead, 
We were the happic{t pair of human kind, 


al back return'd gain; 

wiher and another {wilting came, 

pd law our happincls unchang'd remann ; 
WI an hes golden chain 

Denen concerd did our withes bind, 

; coli udics, pleafures, dalle, the fame, 

latal fatal Qroke 

Wt all this pleating fabnick love had 1 d 
are dolicuy, | 


i Whach en wanton vice with envy ga- d. 
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ly dear departed love] fo much was thine, 


ly tortur'd mem'ry wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy 


he rolling year its varying courſe perſorm'd 
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And ev'ry ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had ſorm'd 

With ſoothing hope for many a future day, 

In one ſad moment broke! 

Yet, O my ſou! ! thy riſing murmurs ſlay, 

Nor dare th' all-wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 

Or againſt his ſupreme decree 

With impious grief complain. 

That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fad- 

Was his moſt righteous will---and be that will obe. 
XIX. 

Would thy fond love his grace to her contro 

And in theſe low abodes of fin and pain 

Her pure cxalted foul 

Unjuſtly for thy partial good detain ? 

No-—rather firive thy grow ling mind to 161. 

Up to that unclouded blaze, 

That heavenly radiance of eternal light, 

In which enthron'd the now with pity (ec. 

How frail, how inſecure, how flight, 

Is ev'ry mortal bliſs ; 

Ev'n love elf, if rifing by degrees 

Beyond the bounds of this unpericct fiat 

Whoſe fleeting joys fo ſoon mull cud, 

It docs not to ite fov'reigh good Ace 

Riſe then, my foul! with hope cle, 

Aud feek thoſe regions of forove deli gh 
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ho feet but thoſe of baren d guilt ſhall miſs; 
ſhere death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore, 


ne yield up all his pow'r, nefer to divide you 
more, | 


THE HSAUT DAY: 


[Youxc.) 


ent ſumma dies. VIS 


— OST WW WR FREY 
ee and arms, and all the pomp of fate ; 

law « deepcr ſcene : @ ſcene that yields 

louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; 

te world alarm'd, both carth and heaven o'enthrown, 


1 
kath's ancecnt ſceptre broke, the tec ming tomb, 1 | 


Thus globe is for my verſe a narrow bound ; 
ad me all ye glonous worlds around | 

all ye angels, bowſor'er dizzoin'd, 

Nr various order, place, and kind 

* n 
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Hear, and aſſiſt a feeble mortal's lays ; 
'Tis your Eternal King I ve to praiſe. 


But chiefly thou, Great Ruler! Lord of all 
Before whoſe throne archangels proftrate fall ; 
If at thy nod, from diſcord and from night, 

Sprang beauty, and yon fparkling worlds of licks, 

Exalt ev'n me ; all inward tamults quell ; 
The clouds and darkneſs of my mind diſpel, 
To my great ſubjeft thou my breaſt inſpire, 
And raile my lab'ring ſoul with equal fire. 


Man, bear thy brow aloft, view ev'ry gract 
In Go 0's great offspring, beautcous nature's far 
See ſpring's gay bloom ; fee golden autumn's for 
See how earth ſmiles, and hear Id occan rom 
Here foreſts riſe, the mountain's awful pride ; 
Here rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide, 
There vallics ſreught wath gold's refplende nm {oe 4 
Hold kings, and Kingdoms fonuncs un then bed: 
There, to the lies, afpiring hills afcend, 
And into diftant lands ther ſhades extend, 
View citics, armics, fleets ; of flects the 5 
See Europe's low, in Albion's channel! rice. 
View the whole earth's vaſt landſcape wa with 
Or view in Rain all her glories jad 
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Then let the firmament thy wonder raiſe ; i 

Tvill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe. RH 

low far from caſt to weſt ? The lab'ring eye 1 
ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſcry : | | 

Wide theatre ! where tempeſts play at large, ll 

hd Go D's right-hand can all its wrath diſcharge. | | 

N. k how thoſe radiant lamps inſlame the pole, 5 1 
| forth the ſeaſons, and the year control : | 1 


ſhine through time with an unalter'd ray 
be this grand period rife, and that decay: 
ref, this world's a grain: yet myriads grace, 
Viah golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal ſpace ; 
Wight with ſuch a wealth of glory Rlor'd, 
Tvere fan in 4rathens not to have ador'd. 


"mw How great, how firm, how ſacred, all appears 1 
Wy worthy an immortal round of years v | 

a all muſt drop as amtumn's lickheſt grain, | 

' Wil earth and fomament be fought in vain ; | 
40 hn ſorgot hes conflellations ſhone, — 
0 WW were the ee fill'd an awful throne | Ml 
. thall be Haim, all nature be deÞroy'sd, | wo. 

# cave an om in the mighty void. 

once or later in forme future date, 4 
1 4 Nadal focrer en the book of fate ') '' WM 
kW hour, for aught all human wildom knows, | LN 

hes, den thouland barvells more have role , 1 | 

R 2 1 

| 

| | 


260 BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 


When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth. | 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While the till buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years beforc, 
Thoughtleſs as thoſe who now life's mazes run. 
Of earth diffolv'd, or an extinguiſh'd ſun: 
(Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake 

Ye rulers of the nations, hear and ſhake !) 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſc on day, 
In ſudden night all carth's dominions lay ; 
Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd ſoreſli tend, 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, beud ; 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his womed ſhore ; 
A (anguine lain the filver moon o'erſpread ; 
Darkneſs the circle of the fun invade ; 

From iamoſt heaven inceſſant thunders rol! 


When, lo! + mighty trump, one half conceals} 
In clouds, onc half 40 mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note : the prerrang call 
Shall zattle in the cone of the ball; 

Th' cxicnde d carcun of creation lebe, 
The bving die with fear, the Acad awake. 


O pow'(ful Walt | to which no aqua) found 
Did && the light, 4 cf of nature wound, 
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ſhough rival clarions have been ſtrain'd on high, 
lad kindled wars immortal throuf the ſky, 
ſhough Go D's whole engin'ry diſcharg'd, and all 
The rebel angels bellow d in their fall. 


Have angels finn'd and ſhall not man beware ? 
How ſhall a ſon of carth decline the ſnare ? 

Nat folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 

lan promiſe for the ſafety of mankind: 

Lone are ſupincly good: through care and pain, 
ind various arts, the flcep aſcent we gain, 

lun is the ſcere of combat, not of reft, 

un' is laborious happineſs at beſt; 

bs this Gde death his dangers never ccaſc, 

bs yoys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace, 


If then, oblequious to the will of face, 

kad bending to the terms of human ſtate, 

Vhen guilty yoys invite us to their arms, 

len brauty landes, 61 graudews (preads bet charm» 
ike conſcrous foul would this great ſcene diſplay, 
4! down th' immoral bhofls in dread array, 

a !rumpet lound, the chillen banner ſpread, 

Md bee from Gem graves the trembling dead ; 
deck, deep ue would the prture make, 
power on cath her firm rolulve could thake ; 
$4 '4 with angels ſhe would greatly land, 

* louk regardlchs down . e and land ; 
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Not proſſer'd worlds her ardor could reſtrain, 


And Death might ſhake his threatning lance in vain f 
Her certain conqueſt would endear the fight, 
And danger ſerve but to cxalt delight. 


Inſtrufted thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 
Whence flow the terrors of that day 1 ing; 
More boldly we our labours may purſuc, 
And all the dreadful image fet to view. 


Ah, mournful fight the bliſsful carth, who in 
At leiſure on her axle roll'd in late : 
While thouſand golden planets knew no rofl, 
Still onward in their carcling journey preft ; 
A grateful change of ſeaſons, forme to bring, 
And ſweet viciſſuude of fall and fpring : 
Some through vaſt accans to condutt the hoc 
And fome thole watry worlds 16 fink or (wel. 
Around her ſome their fplendors to dil 
Aud gild hes globe with eributary day ; 
This warld fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
| Heaven's derting child, and fav "rue of bor Gu 
Now looks au exile from: ber father's carr, 


Deve d e % derade and dee 

No tus in radiant glory eee as big ; 8 
No light but from the 40% of the th 

Falls arc bes mountarns, hrs fan's ret 4 len en 
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One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad; 
Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of Goo. 


Such, carth, thy fate: what then canſ thou afford 
To comfort, and ſupport, thy guilty lord ? 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
How muſt he bend his foul's ambition down f 
yalla the repule own, and diſavow 
An boaſted Nature, and afluming brow ? 
Claim kindred with the clay, and curſe his form, 
That ſpeaks d:fhnfion from bis filter worm? 
hat dreadfui pangs the trembling heart anvade ' 
ad, why dolt thou forfake, whom thou haſt mad 
Who can ſuſtain thy anger? who can Rand 
kacath the terrors of thy liſted hand 
{ thes the reach of thought: O fave me, Pow 
W powers ſapreme, in that tremendous hour 
is, who beneath the frown of fare haſt Rood, 
kd 4a thy dicadful agony ſweat blood; 
ws, whe for me, through every throbbing ve, 
wilt en the keenelt edge of nians! pain 
hon Death led captive through the calms below, 
5 14:4ght thulc horid myftoncs of wor ; 

vl ae, Of ny Gov! O fore me, Powe: 


Dd 1a 


F 


pa ors lupremr, in that i: cdu hou 


lien cell wo weſt they Hy, From pole 40 line, 
Weng Gris from the wrath ors . 
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Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to ſweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaſſionately deep : 

Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come. 


So fares a traitor to an earthly crown; 
While death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown, 
His heart's diſmay'd ; and now his fears command i Pom on 
To change bis native for a diſtant land : 
Swift orders fly, the king's ſevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea ; 
The port he ſeeks, obedient w her lord, 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 


But why this idle toil t paint that day ? 
This time claborately thrown away 
Words all in vain pant after the diflreſ(s, 
The height of eloquence would make it leſs; 
Heavens! how the good man trembles \— 


And is there a Laff Day # and muſt there com: 
A tare, a b d, incxorable doom ? 
Ambition well, and thy proud fails to how, 
Take all the winds that wauity can blow ; 
Wealth on # golden mountan blaring Rand. | 
Aud reach an Landis forth is cithesr hand ; Wb natur 
Spread all thy purple clulters, rempring 1447, Has will 
And thou, mare dreaded for, beitet brawty, Dt, BW Aud tw 


(14444 
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Shine all ; in all your charms together riſe; 

That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe : 

While I mount upward on a ſtrong deſire, 

Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire, 


In hopes of glory to be quite involv'd, 

To ſmile at Death, to long to he diſſolv'd ; 
From our decays a pleaſure to receive, 

And kindle into tranſport at a grave ; 

What equals thts? And ſhall the victor now 
Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion! O thou cherub, heavenly bright 
0 joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight ! 
Thou, thou art all; nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught, but COD and my own foul, 


For ever then, my ſoul, thy Gop adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praiſe thee more, 
Shall things ina mate my conduct blame, 
And fluſh my conſcious cheek with ſpreading ſhame | 
They all for him purſue, or quit, their end; 
The mounting flames their burning power ſuſpend ; 
in fold heaps th! unfrozen billows fand, 
To rſt and Glence aw'd by his command : 
%av, the dire monſiers that inf the Hood, 
b& nature dreadful, and athirft for blood, 
Ms will can calm, their ſavage 4cnpers land 
And turn to mild protections of manking 


r * — 
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Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 

In the deep chambers of the gloomy main ; 

When darkneſs round him all her horrors fpread, | 
And the loud occan bellow'd o'er his head? 


When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies, | 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe ; 
When now the foaming ſurges toft on high, 
Diſcloſe the ſands bencath, and touch the ſky ; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaft, 
Look back with terror on their aftions paſt : 
Their courage fickens into deep diſmay, 


Their hearts, through fear and anguiſh, melt awas; | 


Nor tears, nor prayers, the tempeſt can appeaſc ; 
Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas ; 
Unlozd their hatte d bark, tho“ nchly fraught, 
And think the hopes of life arc cheaply bought 
With gems and gold : but ©, the form fo high 
Nor gems, nor gold, the hopes of life can buy, 


The trembling prophet then, themielves to ſar: 
They beadlong plunge into the brany wave : 
Down he d. ende, and, booming o'er bus brad, 
The billows clofe, he's number'd with the dead, 
(Hen, O ye jolt! attend ye vartuaaus Tow ! 

Aud the bright paths A pricey puriuc 

Lo! the ent Rakes A the world an high 
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Covers his ſervant with bis gracious hand, 

And bids tempeſtous nature filent ſland; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 

Or kindly fold him in a ſoft embrace; 

He bridles in the monſters of the deep, 

The bridled monſters awful diſtance keep : 

Forget their hunger, while they view their prey ; 
And guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 


But ill ariſe new wonders ; nature's Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his powerful word, 
And calls thc great leviathan : the great 
Leviathan attends in all his tate : 
Exults for joy, and with a mighty bound, 
Makes the ſca ſhake, and heaven and carth relount, 
Blackens the water wich the ziling ſand, 
And drnves wall billows to the diftaut land. 


As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd ai: 
wruggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
The whale expands his jaws enormous fc, 
The prophet views the cavern with ſurpriſc, 
Meatuics his montiirous teeth afar defcry'd, 
Aud rolls has wand'rong eyes from tide 40 fide : 


Ihen tas poll hon of the pacious ſtat, 
ood Tit's focurc wathnn the dark retreats 
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Now in he pleas'd the nonhern blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear. 
Or falls immer d into the depths below, 
Where the dead filemt waters never flow ; 
To the foundations of the hills convey's, 
Dwells in the ſhelving mouman's dreadful ſhade : 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath, 
And ghdes ferenely thro? the paths of death, 


Two wond'rous davs and mghts thro* coral groves, 
Thr labynnths of rocks and ſands he roves: 
When the third morning with its lovel rays 
The mounten grids, and on the hillows ploy * 

I fees the king of waters e, and pour 

His facred gut wningur'd on the hore : 

A type of that great blefling, which the mulc, 
ly her newt labour ardemily purtucs. 


Now man awakes, and from his Glow bed, 
Where be hes llt for ages, late bus head ; 
Shakes off the umb of ten thouland YC arts, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 


Agom the un et amt marted found 
Roth the wide e t of creation ran, 
Au , compourts 16 proper; 
CM af! that e4e8 brratt 'd the waa 247 j 
Jo looms wade Grld, which ative war e fc n 
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To ſmooth and lengthen out th* unbounded ſpace, 
And {pread an area for all human race. 


Now monuments prove faithful to the ruf“ 
And render back their long committed duft. 
Now charnels rattle © featter'd hmbs and al! 

The various bones, oblequious to the call, 
$elf-mov'd, advance ; the neck perhaps to mer? 
The diflamt head ; the diflant legs the feet, 
Dreadful to view, fee through the daſky f, 
Fragments of bodies in confulion fly, 

To diflant regions journeying there to claim 
Delerted members, and complete the frame. 


$0 ſwarming bees that on a ſummer's day, 
in inge, and wild meanders play, | 
Charm'd with the brazen found, their wand nngs end, 


And, gemily carchng, on a bough deſcend. 


The body thus renew d, the conforous foul, 
Which has perhaps been Aun'onng near the pole, 
0: mid the burning planets wond'nng Na d, 
Or hovor'd o'er where her pale | ple was laid 
I rather coafted on hor tonal Rate, 

And een, or wild for, ber apporntce tate : 

I has Lau! returmmng with s conftans flame, 

Now woths Cor over hor immortal f ame 

Mile, which ran down before, fo high „ wound, 
Ihe {ranges marntarn an evertatiing round. 
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That ancient, ſacred, and illuſtnous dome *, 
Where ſoon or late, fair Albion's heroes come, 


From camps, and conrts, tho great, or wiſe, or jull. 


To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt ; 
That ſolemn mankon of the royal dead, 


Where paſſing ſlaves o'er fleeping monarchs tread, 


Now populous o'erflows : a num'rous race, 
Of riſing kings fill all th' extended ſpace : 

| A life well ſpent, not the viftorious ſword, 
Awards the crown, and fliles the greater lo:d. 


Nor monuments alone, and burial carth, 
Labours with man to this his ſecond birth ; 
But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe; 

And gilded theatres invade the ſkies, 
Nations {hall wake, whoſe unreſpefted bor: 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons. 
The moſt magnificent and coftly dome, 

Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

No ſpot on earth, but has ſupply'd a gras ©. 
And human ſkulls the ſpacious occan pave. 
All's full of man; and at this dreadful turn, 
The ſwarm ſhall flue, and the bive fhall burr 


Not al at once, nor in like manner riſe: 


r- . 
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Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 


and bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night. 
Others, whoſe long-attempted virtue flood 
fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 
Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their poſture frowe ; 

ſuch, in this Gay of horrors, ſhall be ſeen 
To face the thunders with a god-like mein; 

The planets drop, their thoughts are fix'd above ; 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move; 
An carth diſſolving, and a heaven thrown wide, 

\ yawning gulph, and hends on ev'ry fide, 

ſerene they view, impatient of delay, 

Aud bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 


Indulgent GOD! O how ſhall mortal raiſe 
is foul to duc returns of grateful praile, 
for bounty fo profuſe to human Kind, 
thy wond'rous gift of an cternal mind 
Shall I, who ſome few years ago was leſs 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expres, 
Was nothing ; ſhall I live, When ey fue 
UV ev'ry flar ſhall languiſh and expire ? 
When carth's no more, ſhall 1 ſurvive above, 
And thro' the radiant files of angels move ? 


der new worlds rolling from ius {pacious and, 
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Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how Michael ſung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert join, 

And celebrate the depths of {ove divine / 


But O before this bliſsful Nate, before 
Th' aſpiring ſoul this wond'rous height can ſoar, 
The Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 
And all mankind is ſummon'd to the bar. 
Fiftion, be far away ; let no machine 
Deſcending here, no ſable god, be ſeen ; 
Behold the Cob of gods indeed deſcend, 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend 


Lo! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 
Muſt emertain the whole of human race, 
At heaven's all-powerſul editt is prepar'd, 
And ſenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o'erflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below ; 
And ev'ry age, and nation, pours along; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
Adam ſalutes his youngeſt fon : no ſigu 
Of all choſe agrs, which their births dizzoin., 


How empry lecrning, and how vis is ant, 
Bu 44 44 mends the life, and guides the hear! 
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ſpent, 
To fix a hero's birth-day, or deſcem 


What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture rail, 
lo ſee the glorious race of ancient days / 


lo greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have floor 
Huſtrious on record before the flood ? 

Alas ! a nearer care your ſoul demands, 

Ceſar un- noted in your preſence ſtands, 


How vaſt the concourſe | not in number mo! 
The waves tha* break on the reſounding ſhore, 
The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpanged vaults above 
pole overwhelming armies, whoſe command 
kd to one empire, fall; another, Hand 
Whole rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking da 4 
uz d the broad front, and call'd the battle on ; 
beat Xerxcs' world in arms, proud Canna s held 
Where Carthage taught viRonous Rome to eld, 
mortal Blcubcim, tam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 
they all are here, and here they el arc loſt - 
Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
ll as a billow in th unbuunded main, 


lu echoing voice now rends the yielding 4. 
' Judgment, judgment, ſons of men prepare ! 
8 
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And hell through all her trembling realms reſound. 


Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow'r of earth, 
Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth; 
Whoſe valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, 
Moſt realms united in one common lord; 

Who, on the day of triumph, faid'ft, be thine 
The ſkies, Jehovah, all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eye.--- Alas! my muſe, 
How art thou loſt? What numbers canſt thou chooſe? 


A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 
Lo! far within, and far above all height, Bat if re 
Where heaven's great Sov'reign reigns in worlds be Ede 
light, | | Dn one | 
Whence nature he informs, and with one ray On one, 


Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, how ben, 
Creates, ſupports, confounds 1 Where tame and plac, Aa tell 
Matter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace, 


Thus 
Wan bumbly at the foorfiool of their Gon, ute a, 
And move abe deut to his awful nod ; 1 
Whence be beholds us vagrant emmets craw! "us 
At random on this arr -{uſpcnded ball : RE 
{Speck of creanzen) I he pour one breath, hed ani 


1 he bubble breaks, and tis crernal death 
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Thence iſſuing I behoid (but mortal fight 

Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing fea of light!) 
| ſee, on an empyreal flying throne 
Sublumely rais'd, Heaven's Everlaſting Son, 
Crown'd with that majeſty, that form'd the world. 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
irtue, dominion, praiſe, onmpoteuce, 
Support the train of their triumphant Pnnce, 
A zone beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Awund him, like the zodiac, winds its light, 
Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 
And in his check, the purple morning glows. 
Wherc'er ſerenc, he turns propitions © £4, 
)r we expett to had a paradiſe ; 
Bat if reſent ment reddens their mild beams, 
14s lde Eden kindes, and the world's in flames. 

Dn one hand, knowledge ſhines in pureft light; 

Dy one, the ſword of juſkice, fiercely bright, 

dow bend the Knee in ſport, preſcut the reed; 
| place, Wa tell the ſcourg'd impoflor he ſhall bleed! 


Thus glorious thro! the counts of heaven, the ſource 
Vf life and death eternal bends his caurte ; 
Loud thunders round him roll, aud hightungs play : 
I angelic hoſt is rang d in bright array : 
wc touch the Airing, lome hike the founding thell, 
A'd mingling VOICES in 1ch (onen iwch ; 
d 3 
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Voices ſeraphic ; bleſt with ſuch a ſtrain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 


Triumphant King of Glory ! Soul of bliſs ! 
What a flupendous turn of Fate is this ? 
O! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 
And indigence of kim in Bethlem born; 
A needleſs, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 
And but a ſecond to the fodder'd beaſt ? 
How chang'd from him, who meckly proſtrate laid, 
Vouchaf'd to waſh the feet himſelf had made 
From him, who was betray'd, ſorſook, deny'd, 
Wept, languiſh'd, pray d, bled, thirſted, groan'd, . 
uad dy'd; | 
Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe, 
All heaven in tears above, carth unconcern'd bclow 


And was't enough to bid the ſun retire ? 
Why did not nature at thy groan expire ? 
I fee, I hear, I ſcel the pangs divine ; 


The world is vaniſh'd,—1 am wholly thine. Nov 
From 6 

Miſtaken Caiaphas! Ah which blaſpben'd / Unfurl 
Thou of thy pris ner; which ſhall be condemns | And 0 
Well might'f thou rend thy garments, well exclain, WM the C. 
Deep arc the horrors of cternal flame ! Where 


But Gov 14 good ! 'Tis wondrous all | Ev's he Fluflcs 
They g to death, ſhame, torture, dy'd for ihe dud 14 
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Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 
From earth ſull twice a planetary height. 

There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raiſe, 
Diſlin with orient veins, and golden blaze. 

One fix'd on earth, and one in ſea, and round 

lis ample foot the ſwelling billows ſound. 

Theſe an immcaſurable arch ſupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ſky, 


lumm fly, 


Neath, wrapt in chains, low at the baſes lies, 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 


Here high enthron'd, th“ Eternal Judge is plac'd, 
With all the grandeur of the Godhead grac'd; 
Stars on His robes in beauteous order meet, 

And the fun burns beneath His awful freer, 


Now an archangel, cine bright, 
From off his {:lver Ha of wond'rous height 
Unturls the Chrittzan flag, which waving flics, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the fhics, 
lhe Croſs fo thong a ed, it Theds a Rain 
Where'er it floats, on carth, and ai, and main ; 
Huſhes the bill, and fois on fie the wood, 
dud turns the deep» dy'd oc can into lard, 


Seam from the cheyllal arch, and round the co- 
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O formidable Glory ! dreadful bright 

Refulgent torture to the guilty fight. 

Ah turn, unwary muſe, nor dare reveal 

What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell 

Say not, (to make the fun ſhrink in his beam) 

Dare not affirm they wiſh it all a dream ; 

Wiſh, or their fouls may with their limbs decay, 

Or Cop be ſpoil'd of His eternal ſway. 

But rather, if thou know fi the means, unſold 

How they with tranſport might the ſcene behold. 


| $4 ( 

Ah how! but by repentance, by a mind _ FEW 
Quack and ſevere its own offence to find ? „un 
By tears, and groans, and never -cecaſing carc, « 1 
And all the pious violence of pray's ? FF Wh 
Thus then with fervency till now unknown, =. * 
I caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, + Not 
lo this great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, + x 
For homage to its Lord a narrow bound, =. May 
EY 
„O Thou whoſe balance docs the mountw ot ., 4 


wes + Mas 
+ Whole will the wild tumuliuays ſcas obey, | 
++ Whole breath can turn tholc watry worlds en 
„ That flamc o 1empelt, and that enen 19; 
„ Earth's meanci fon, all rrembling, profitatc to 4 a 
# And on the bounty of thy poudurt, calls. Hen 
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„O give the winds all paſt offence to ſweep, 
To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep: 

Thy power, my weakneſs, may 1 ever ſee, 
And wholly dedicate my ſoul to thee : 

* Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 
At thy command, nor human motive know. 
If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 

And fin the graceful indignation raiſe. 

+ My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
Aud lift the burden from the ſoul oppreſs'd. 


O may my underſtanding ever read 
Ibis glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made 
' Whodecks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride 
+ Who calls forth Summer, like a {parkling bride ” 
Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown, 
Aud bids old Winter lay ber honours down ? 
+ Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 
+ Not Europe's arbiireſs of peace or war, 
" May fea and land, and canth and heav'n be join'd 
+ To bring ch“ Eternal Author to my mind! 
When occans roar, or awfyl thunders roll, 
* Mas thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake my foul; 
* When carth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 
* Adore, my heart, the Men Divine, 


” This eviy en of lee, or proce, or war, 


levy, vr want, thy glory be wy care # 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 


Shine we in arms ? or ſing beneath our vine ? 
„ Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine : 

Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow; 
* The cluſters blaſts, or bids it brightly glow ; 

is Thou that leaſt our powerful armies forth, 
„ And giv'it great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north, 


Grant I may ever at the morning ray, 
Open with pray's the conſecrated day: 
* Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my ſoul ariſe, 
** And with the mounting fun aſcend the Tkies ; 
'* As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
* And glow with ardor of conſummate love; 
Nor ceale at eve, but with the ſetting fun 
+ My cndleſs worſhip ſhall be tall begun, 

«4 And O! permit the gloom of ſolemn night, 
To ſacred thought may forcibly invite, 
+ When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, 


— 


+ Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the Hut,, 


* Compole our fouls with # leſs dazzling Eight, 
And fhew all nature in a milder light; 

Ho ev'ry boilt' rous thought in calm WU 
Hos the {mooth'd ſpirit 4nto gouduchs glides 
_ # © how divine! 40 read the milky way 

'* To the bright palace of the Land f Day ; 

'+ His count admire, or for bus Lavour fur, 

' Or leagucs of friendibip with bis fannt cu 
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„ Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the world aſſeep, 
„While I long vigils to its Founder keep! 


+ Canſt thou not ſhake the centre? O controul, 
* $ubdue by force, the rebel in my ſoul: 
„Thou who canſt fill the raging of the flood, 

* Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood; 
Teach me with equal firmneſs to ſuſtain 

* Alluring pleaſure, and aſſaulting pain. 

O may I pant for thee in each defire 1 

And with flrong faith foment the holy fire! 
Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize, 
Which in Eternity's deep boſom lies 

At the great day of recompenſe behold, 
 Devoid of fear, the fate! book unfold 1 

+ Then waſted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 

* From age to age, my grateful ſong repeat ; 
My light, my life, my Cob, my Saviour (cr 
And rival angels in the praiſe of thee, * 


Ten thouſand trumpets now at once advance ; 
Now deepeſt blence hulls the vaſt expanie : 
bo deep the Glence, and fo Hong the bla, 
As nature A d, when fhe had groan'd her loft. 
Nor man, nor angel moves? the Judge on high 
Locks round, and with his glory bills the thy : 
Then wan the a book his hand be lays, 
Wha. high #9 view ſupporting icraphs raiſe ; 
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In ſolemn form the rituals arc pre par d, 

The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

And thou, my ſoul, (O fall to ſudden pray'r, 

And let the thought fink deep!) ſhalt thou be there ? 


See on the left, (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand), 


How weak, how pale, how hagged, how obſcene, = 
What more than death in ev'ry face and mein“ Wha 
With what difireſs, and glarings of affright, And « 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the fight ; * 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, This « 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the foul, To & 
Each geſture mourns, cach look is black with carr, ws 


Aud ev'ry groan is laden wath deſpair, 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the mule, and find 
A truer image pittur'd in thy mind, 

* 

Should 'n thou behold thy Lrother, father, wile, 
And all the folt companions of thy bile ; 
Whole blended intercft Level]'d at one aim, 
Whole mix'd delves ſcnt up one common flame, 
Divided far ; thy wretched felt alone 
Cail on the left of all whom thou beft known ; 
How would 4 wound ? what millkons would'fh 11: 

pave 
For ont wore tial, one day morr 40 live 


me,. 


BEAUTIES OF THE POETS. 28g 


Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace : 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 

And in that moment to redeem an age ? 

Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Arreſt the ſun: but ill of this deſpair. 


Mark on the right, how amiable a grace ! 
Their Maker's image freſh in ev'ry face ! 
What purple bloom my raviſh'd ſoul admires, 
And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires ! 
Tnumphant beauty! charms that riſe above 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love 
To the Great Judge with holy joy they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn! 
ls flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terror riſe, 

And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are these the forms that moulder'd in the duſt ? 
O the tranſcendent glory of the juſt ! 


Since Adam's family, from firſt to laft, 
Now into one difltin ſurvey is caſt ; 
Look round, vain-glorious mule, and you whor'cy 
Devore yourſelves to fame, and think her fair; 
Look round, and ſeek the lights of human race, 
Whole ſhining atts lin“ brighteſt annols grace; 
Who founded feits ; crowns conquer'd, or relign'd ; 


Gave namcs 46 nations; of fam'd empires jorn'd ; 
8 | 
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Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountains low; 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 

Who with vaſt flects, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main : 
All loſt, a!l undiftinguiſh'd, no where found, 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace ſound ? 


Such is the ſcene ; and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of buman race. 
Proceed who dares I tremble as I write ; 
The whole creation ſwims before my fight ; 
I fee, I fee, the Judge's frowning brow ; 
Say not, tis diſtant; I behold it now: 

I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 
My foul recorls at the flupendous wor ; 
That woe, thoſe pangs which from the guilty bt 
In thele, or words like thele, hall be exprets'd, 


+ Who buf the barncrs of wy peaceful grave 7 

* Ab crud Death ' that would no longer fave, 

„ Bui grudg'd me cry that narrow dark abode, 

* Aud call mic cut rite the wrath f Gon; 

+ Where aich, the roaring flame, the 1th 
chan, 

' And i the dreadful cloguonce of pain, 

++ Our only feng ; black dr e walignamn high, 

' The fole rec ff that bla fight, 4 


1 
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** Muſt ali thoſe pow'rs, heav'n gave me to ſupply 
My foul with pleaſure, and bring in my joy, 

Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 

Senſe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my woe ? 

And ſhall my voice ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 


' Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell ? 


O! muſt Took with terror on my gain, 
And with exiflence only meaſure pain? 
What! no reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv'n, 


No beam of hope, from any point of heaven 


Ah mercy! wercy art thou dead above? 


* Is love extinguiſh'd in the Source of Love ? 


„Bold that I am, did heaven loop down to hell ? 


I' expimng Lord of life my ranſom ſeal / 


Have I not been induſtrious to provoke ? 


From his embraces obilinatcly broke ? 
Purſu'd and parard for his mon hate, 


Larn'd my defiruction, labor'd od my fac / 
And dare I on extingurth'd love exclaim, 


Take, take full vengeance, tone the lack g 


flamc, 
Tull is wy lot-but O ! mult ut trankend 
The reach of time, deſpair a diflant end ? 
With d:cadful growth hoot forward, and anie, 
Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies 
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* Never! where falls the ſoul at that dread ſound 
© Down an abyſs how dark, and how profound ; 
„ Down, down, (I Hill am falling, bornd pain 
© Ten thouſand, thouſand fathoms ſlill remain 
„My plunge but flill begua—-and this for fin / 
Could I offend, if I had never been, 

„ But hill increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy maſs, 
„ Flow'd in the flrcam, or ſhiver d in the gras 


Father of mercies! why from ſilent carih 
Didi thou awake, and curſe me into birth ; 
Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from night, 
And make a thankleſs preſent of thy light 
** Puſh into being, a reverſe of thee, 

Aud animate u clod with miſery ? 


The beaſts are happy ; they come forth, and keep 
Short watch on earth, and then lie down 10 flcep, 
Fein is for man; and O! bow vaſt a pan 
For crimes Which made the Godhead bleed in 

vain ? 
'» Anuul'd bis groans as far as in them lay, 
Aud flung his agomcs, and death, away 7 
' Av our dive punithment for ever frong, 
„ Our conftuution 160 for ever young, 
+ Curt with returns of vigor, fill the fame, 
'* Pow'rful 40 bear, and fatidly the flame ; 
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„Still to — and till to be purſu'd 
To periſh ſlill, and ſtill to be renew'd! 


„% Thou, who canſt toſs the planets to and fro, 

* Contraft not thy great vengeance to my woe; 

* Cruſh worlds ; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 

On me Almighty wrath is caſt away. 

+ Call back thy thunders, Lord, hold in thy rage, 
Nor with a ſpeck of wreichedneſs engage: 

Forget me quite, nor loop a worm to blame: 

But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name. 

' Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 

Aud ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine ? 

Shall Gnful man grow great by his offence, 

And from its courſe turn back Omnipotence ? 


| keep * Forbid it! and O grant, Great Gov, at leaft 
Ihn one, this lender, almoſt zo requeſt ; 
When! have wept a thouſand lives away, 

' When ment is grown weary of his prey, 
When 1 have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 


"Tea thoulend thoulands, let me then expire!” 


Decp angurſh but 400 late ; the hopcleſs foul 
band 10 the bottom of the burning poal, 
Hough loth, and ever loud blaſphcmang, Owns 
K's jullly doom'd to pout cernel groan ; 
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Enclos'd with horrors, and transfix'd with pain, "3 
Rolling in vengeance, firuggling with his chain ; ** 
To talk to fiery tempeſle; to implore Ka 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er ; es 


To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended Gon. 


The frrard ef choir Saign, in wing more 


To take poſſeſſon of their thrones above ; 


Satan's accurs'd deleriion to ſupply, wy 
And fili the vacant ations of the hy ; "ex 
Again to kindlc long extinguilh'd rays, 5 
And with new lights dilate the heavenly blaze . * 
To crop the roles of immortal youth, aſh 
And drink the fountain bead of facred truth 1 
To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, 16 rike the Hag. c 
And lift their voice to ther Almighty Kang , 5 
1% lole cteruity in gratecful lays, yy 
And fill heaven's wade circumference wath p =—_ 
But I attempt the wond'rows fügt un vans The x 
Aud leave unhaith'd the 169 lofty firain ; 1 
What boldly 1 begin, lot chene end; 
My flrength exhaulted, fainting 1 AAG * 
And chooſe u lets, but % ignotle, them — 


Dillolving dements, and worlds, i Haut 


(ym 
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The fatal period, the great hour is come, 
And nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the ſign, and all 
Heaven's terrors in array ſurround the ball ; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze conſpire, 
And, darted downward, ſet the world on fire; 
Black riſing clouds the thicken'd æther choke, 
And ſpiry flames dart through the rolling ſmoke, 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen might, 
And finke the darken'd ſky with dreadful light; 
From heaven's four regions, with immortal foice, 


: 
o 
7 
i 
; 
| 


Angels drive on the winds im ztuous courle, 

I” corage the flame : it lprcads, ut ſoars on high, 
Swells in the florm, and billows through the (ky ; 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 

{ace and dofarts, in one ruin blend; 

Here blazing volumes walled, overwhelm 

The {pacrous Lace of a Tar diflant calm; 

Theee, waderman'd,, down ruth eternal bills, 

Ihe neaghbnng valc the vat deſtruthion fille, 


Hoa # thou that dicadbul crack ? that found which 
tanke | 
Linc pros of thunder and the contre ſhook ? 
bat wouders mult that gromm of nature tell 
(Vympus there, and mighticr Alas, fell ; 
1 
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Which ſeem'd above the reach of fate to ſtand, 

A tow'ring monument of God's right-hand : 


| Now duſt and ſmoke, whoſe brow ſo lately ſpread 


O'er ſhelter'd countries its diffulive ſhade. 


Shew me the celebrated ſpot, where all 
The various rulers of the ſever'd ball 
Have humbly ſought wealth, honour, and redreſs, 
That land which heaven ſeem d diligent io bleſs. 
Once call'd Britannia: can her glories end? 
And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realm defend * 
Alas! in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas ; 
Like oil, their waters but augment then blaze. 


Some angel fay, Where ran proud Aſia's bound 
Or where with frumns was fair Europa crown'd / 
Where firetch'd walle Lybia? Where did Lndis's for 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore“ 

Each loft in cach, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And all diffolv'd, one Gery deluge flow : 

Thus canth's contending monarchics arc yourr's, 
And a full period of ambition find, 


And now whatCer or ſwims, % walks, @ thr 
Inhabuants of de, or earth, or fs 
All on whom Adam's wildom bd a name, 
All plunge, and perth in the ( e Nam 


1 
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This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starve its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 
And caich the clouds, and make the heavens their pre», 
The ſun, the moon, the lars, all melt away: 

All, all is loft ; no monument, no lign, 

Where once fo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 

So bubbles on the foaming fiream expire, 

So {parks that ſcatter from the kindling hre ; 

The devaſtations of one dreadful hour, 

The Great Creator's fix days work devour : 

A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one foul 

Has more to boaſt, and far outwerghs the whoie ; 
Exalted in ſupenor excellence, 


Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expeace, 
Have ye not ſeen tht eternal mountains nod, 

An cath diſſolving, a delcending C/ 

What firange ſurpriſes through all nature lan 
For whom thek revolutions, but tor man 

For him, Ommpotence new mealurcs lakes, 

For hum, through all eternity awakes ; 

Pours oa him gifts ſufficient 10 Jupply 

[Leaven's lols, and with frefh glonics fill the thy, 


Thack deeply then, O man, how great thou att 
Pay thy {cli homage with a 1rowbl; "ng eat; | 
What angels guard, no longer dare negleta, 

3 ghting thy, affront noi Gop's Wipe ct 
| — 
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Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 

And gaze, and wander there, a raviſh'd gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhalt find, 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind. 

Of perfet knowledge, ſce, the dawning light 
Foretells a noon moſt exquiſitely bright 

Here, ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking ſorth ! 
There, buds the promiſe of carleſtial worth! 
Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier chime, 
And brighter ſun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 
What flores, on foreign coaſts, thy landing wait 
Loſe not thy claim, let virtuc's paths be trod; 


Thus glad all heaven, and pleaſe that bounteous Go 1, 


Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high 
You radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky: 
That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 
And Con ſhine forth in one External Day, 
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Axv now on carth the ſeventh 
Evening aroſe in Eden, for the fun 
Was ſet, and twilight from the caft came on, 
Fore-runming night; when on the holy mount 
Of heaven's high- ſcated top, th' imperial throne 
Of Godhead, fix'd for ever firm and lure, 
The Filial Power arrived, and fat him down 
With his great Father, for he allo went 
In ifible, vet flay'd, (ſuch privilege 
Hath Onmwprefence) and the work o dain'd, 
Auth and end of all things, and from work 
Now relling, bleſs'd and hallow'd the fevonth day, 
As reſting on that day from all bis work, 
Bui not in Gilence holy kept; the harp 
Had work and reited not ; the fulemn pipe, 
Aud dulcimer, all argans of fweer flop, 
Al wounds on fret By firing or golden wire 
Tomper'd loft twanings, wntermin'd with voice 


Choral ohr awfon ; of raccuſe, clouds | 


Fumiang from golden centers bad the Mount 
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Creation and the fix days acts they ſung. 


Great are thy works, Jchovah, infinite 


Thy pow'r ; what thought can meaſure thee or tongue 


Relate thee ? greater now in thy return 
Than from the giant angels ; thee that day 
Thy thunders magnify'd: but to create 

Is greater, than created to deflroy. 

Who can impair thee, mighty King, or bound 
Thy empire? Eaſily the proud attempt 

Of ſpirits apoſtate and their counſels vain 

Thou haſt repell'd, while impiouſly they thought 
Thee to diminiſh, and from thee withdraw 

The number of thy worſhippers. Who ſecks 

To leflen thee againſt his purpoſe, ſerves 

To mauteſt the more thy might: his evil 

Thou uſeſl, and from theace creat'ſt more good 
Wuncls this new-made world, another heaven 
From heaven gate not far, founded in view 

Of the clear byaline, the glaſſy fea; 

Of amplitude almoſt immenſe, with ftars 
Numerous, and ev'ry tar perhaps « world 

ON deflin'd habitation ; but thou kon . 

Theor feafons: among thele the feat of men, 
Loanh with ber nether occan crroumtus'd, 

Their pleaſant duclling-place, Thace kappy wer: 
And fons of men, whom G60 bath thus advanc'. 
Cremted 46 his image, there 40 dwcl! 
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And worſhip him, and in reward to rule 
Over his works, on earth, in ſea, or air, 
And multiply a race of worſhippers 

Holy and juſt : thrice happy if they know 
Their happineſs, and perſevere upright. 


So ſung they, and the empyrean rung 
Wich hallelujabs ; Thus was ſabbath kept. 


1 MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION, 


ON THE DEATH OF HIS on. 


JAN. 


I, not deligu'd io lay who hes heneath ; 

W bich knowa how uſcleſs to the dead and thee 
Whoc er thou art, or rich, or wiſe, or Hong, 
if thy proud bean is unlubdy'd by grace, 

Thou hall within, thy foul's wawcancd ſoc- 

| hy condemnatiaii o anfernal ſhades ! 


Life is uncertain-=at the longeſt hort! 
%, the grave vawins»-=CLemmy's in View | 


May, wretched Hunt bow wil thou elcape * 


541 Oe eto ce To fe 5vs fly 
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With eyes full res ming, and a broken heart : 
Thy tains his blood ſhall purge---his ſpirit guide 
Thy feet into the way of perfe& pcace. 

Thus ready for that dreaded, wiſh'd-for hour 

Thro' Death's cold ſhades thy foul ſhall fearleſs pals 
To ſome bleſs'd region, till the awful trump 
Proclaims the dawn of that eternal day, 

In which with Jzs vs thou ſhalt ever reign, 


* 4 . . — * ann w 
— — — — 
— 
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Tut Grand DISTINCTION runter 


VIRTUOUS ein Wick zb „„ 
Eb ror ANOTHER STATE, 


[Giyxs,] 


Look round the world with what a partial hai 1 


The ſcale of blifs and ms ry is ſultain'd ' 
Beneath the ſhade of cold obſcurity 

Pale Virtue lies; no arm ſupports her head, 
No Inendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her ſoul, 
Nor ſoft e d hu drops a weltiag tear; 

But in their lead, Contempt and rude Dildaic 
Inſult the barifti'd wand'rer, On the pors 
Negleticd and forlorn : Dilcale, and Cold, 
And Famine, work of ills, ber flops aitend 
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Vet patient, and to heaven's juſt will reſigu'd, 


| She ner is ſeen to weep, or heard to figh. 


Now turn your eyes to von ſweet ſmelling bo 
Where fluſh'd with all the inſolcucc of wealth 
Sits pamper'd Vice! for him th* Arabian galc 
Breathes forth delicious odors ; Gallia's hills 
For him pour neftar from the purple vane ; 

Nor think for theſe he pays the tribute due 

To heaven: of heaven he never names the name , 
Save when with imprec tions dark and dire 

He points his jeſt chſcenc. Yet buxom Health 
Fits on his roſy check ; yet Honor gilds 

His high exploits ; and downy pinie d Sleep 
Sheds a ſoſt opiate oer his peaceful couch, 


Sce' thou this, righteous Father | foot thou this 
And wilt thou uc cer vepuy ? Shall good and all! 
Be carry'd undiflinguith'd to the land 
Where all chings arc forgat? Ab" wy ; the Fo 
Will come, when wine from the cloud hall bu 1% 
That long oblcur'd her brams ; when fo fall fy 
Back 40 her native bell ; there fuk 6 lips 
In penal darknets ; whore 4% Har tha?! rate, 


Nor evir Aae picrce th eee 44h Lupe 
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THE UNREASONABLENESS OF DENYING 4 
FUTURE STATE. 


(Guryxx,.] 


Scærric whoe'er thou art, who ſay'ſ the fo... 
That particle divine, which GoD's own breath 
Inſpir d into the mortal maſs, ſhall reſt 
Anmbhilae, ull duration has umoll'd 

Her never-ending line: tell, if thou know l, 
Why ev'ry nation, ev*ry clime, though all 

In laws, in rites, in manners diſagree, 

With one conſent expedl another world, 

Where wickedgcſs ball weep * Why Paiiim ba: i 
Fablcd Eiyfhan plus, Tartarean lakes, 

Styx and Cocytus Tell why Hali's (03s 

Have frign'd a paradiſe of ninth and love, 
Banquets and blooming nymphs ( raikier try, 
Why on the bniuk of Oreliana's fiream, 

Where never Kicnce rear'd her facred torch, 

Ih“ unten d Indian dreams of happici worlds 
Reid chic cluud dup hl? Why in cach bien 
I. ed a frivndly monitor, that prom; 4s, 
Inu, duriis, encourages, forbids ' 

IM why on unkoown cvil gridk attends , 


(+ wy on ert pred * Wis confrica't ol; 
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With tenfold force, when ſickneſs, age, or pain 
Stands tottering on the precipice of death ? 

Or why ſuch horror gnaws the guilty foul 
Of dying finners ; while the goad man fleeps 
Peaceful and calm, and with a ſmile expires? 


GOD DECLARES THE DALEADIFUL CONSE- 
QUEXCE OF ADAN's SIN TO HIM AND 
11S FOSTERITY, UNLESS SATLSFAC= 
TION 1s MADE TO HIS JUSTICE; 
WHICH THE SON OF GOD U &*- 
DERTAELTES, 


Mito. 


M AN dilobeying, 
Dilloyal breaks bis fealty, gad fins 
Agounlt the Yagh ſupremacy of heaven. 
Aﬀletting Godhcad, and to lofng all, 
10 c ſuate has d l bath %u, 1 1: 16 
But 10 deft with lac: A and d 
He wah bus whole polternty mull Gr, 
Ihe be a Jae mult ; ae e hor him 


Sume ether able, and as willing, pay 


1 


FT 11 0 { 41441 #4 0, Acath for breath, 
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Say, heavenly Pow'rs, where ſhall we find ſuch love 7 
Which of ye will be mortal to redeem 

Man's mortal crime, the juf', th' unjuſt to ſave ? 
Dwells in all heaven charity fo dear ? 


He aſk'd, but all the heavenly chor Rood mute, 
And ſilence was in heaven: on man's behalf 
Patron or interceſſor none appcar'd, 

Much leſs that durfl upon his own head draw 
The deadly forfeiture, and rantum fer, 

And now without redemption all mankind 

Muſt have been loſt, adjudg'd to death and bell 
By doom ſevere, had not the Sou of Gov, 

la whom the fulnels dwells of love divinc, 

His deareſt mediation thus renew d. 


Father, thy word is paſt, Man (/ had grace ; 
And (hall not Grace find means, that fin bur way, 
The ſpeedicft of thy winged meflengers, 

To vil all thy creatures, and 10 all 

Comes unpreventcd, wawpler'd, uilought, 
Happy for man, fo coming ; be her aid 
Can ue leck, once dead in fins and loft ; 
Atonement for himmel or offering meet, 
Indcbied and wndane, bath none to ring 
Behold me then ; me far him, life for life 
olle, z; 63 me let than 40 60 al! 0 
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Account me man; I for his fake will leave 

Thy boſom, and this glory next to thee 

Freely put off, and for him lafily die 
Well-pleay'd ; on me let Death wreak all his rage 
Under his gloomy power I ſhall not long 

Lie vanquiſh'd; thou hafl giv'n meh poſſeſs 

Liſe in my for ever; by ther 1 live, 

Though now to Death 1 vicld, and am his duc 

All that of me can die; vet that det paid, 

Thos wilt not leave me in the loathſome grave 
His prey, nor ſuffer my unfporrd foul 

For ever with corruption there to dwell; 

But 1 hall rife itte tons, and ſubduc 

My vanquiher, fpoil'd of his vaurted ſpin! ; 
Death hs death's wound hall then receive, and . 
Igloo, of his mona! ting difarm's. 

I ch:16ugh the ample av in trwwmnh lagh 

Shall Load bel] captive, manger bell, 2 1 w 
The powers of e ee bound, Thou at the fight 
eas d, out of heaven faalt look down and fail ; 
Mile by cher a d, 3 run al] wv fors, 

Death la, and with his carcate glut the grave ; 
Then sui the malta ff „t alen | 
Wa enter hraven long blot, ad 1Hturth, 

F atht, 46 hiv thy Taco, wherren mw Clowd 

(31 anger t araien; wo 1 A4 all uid 

Aud wcancilemvint ; winth tht! br % om 
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INCIDENTAL MISERIES ATTENDANT ON 
POVERTY. 
— U 
Pir v the ſorrows of a poor old man, 
Whoſe trembling limbs have bornc him to your duor; 


Whoſe days are dwindled 40 the ſhoneft ſpan, 
O give relief, and heaven will bleſs your tore, 


Theſe tatter'd cloaths my poverty beſpeak, 

Thele hoary locks proclaim my length of years ' 
And many a furrow in this gnef-worn cheek 

Has been the channel of a flrcam of rears. 


Yon houſe, cretied on e ning ground, 

With tempring aſpect drew me from my 1049, 
For Plenty there a rclidence has found, 

And Grandeur a magnificent abode. 


Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor, 
Here craving for » mori] of their bread, 

A pamper'd menial forc'd me from the dow! 
To leck a ſhelter in an humbler hed, 


Obe me 10 your hoſpitable dome, 
Keen blows the wind, and per ang +4 the cle 
Short is my pallage tw the Inendly wwnib, 
For l am poor, and auſcrably vid 
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Should I reveal the ſource of every grief, 

If ſoſt humanity ee touch'd your breaſt, 
Your hands would not withold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity could not be repreſt. 


Heaven ſends misfortuncs, why ſhould we repine ? 
"Tis heaven has brought me to the Rate you ſee ; 
And your condition may be ſoon like mine, 
The child of forrow aud of miſery.” 


A lite farm was my paternal lot, 

There, like the lark, I ſprightly hail'd the morn, 
But ah Oppreſhon forc'd me from my cot, 

My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn, 


My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lu d by a villain from her native home, 

Is caft abandon'd on the world's wide flage, 

Aud doom d in ſcamy Poverty to roam, 


My render wife, ſweet ſonther of my care, 
Struck with fad anguiſh at the fiern decree, 
Fell, lag rang ſell a Vichim 16 Deipen, 
Ad left the world to wretebednels and we 


THE END 


